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AUTHORS' PREFACE. 



In oshering to ihe world of letters this book of thonghts and 
feelings, germed in the Beclnsion of a dreamy yonth, ihe 
anthors, it may be conceiyed, had not the fear of crhicism in 
their minds, else, perhaps, polish and élaboration might haye 
insnred more finished compositions. Many of the poems now 
coUected haye befôre appeared throngh yarions literary medi 
mns, and to alter or remodel is a distasteful as well as difficnlt 
task. It is easy eyen now to perceiye the crudeness which it 
will reqnire years of thonght and expérience to monld into a 
pure and eleyated style ; but for tliis work, it is asked of 
friends and critics^ ihat, yiewing it as the first fruit-offering 
of young hearts, ihey " with ail its fanlts will love it still." 
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BY FRANGES A. FULLER. 



THK,VOLUNTEER. 



''NioHT hath made many bards, she is so lovely ;" 
Bût in.the South's bright clime, of which I speak, 
Nîght holds her court in glory. There sbe seems- 
To center àU ber softness and ber ligbt» 
To make a fbcus of ber loTeliness ; 
And weaying in ber dark veil myriad stars, 
Blending tbeir olear ligbt witb tbe softer beams^ 
Of a most queenly moon, sbe strires to make 
Atonement for tbe buming glare of day 
Witb sucb a world of sweetness, poetry, 
Flowers and perfume, witcbîng ligbt and sbade, 
Murmuring mnsic, and soft falling dew, 
As would bave ;naâe a gala-nigbt in Ëden. 
Twas sucb a nîgbt a» tbis, irben o'er tbe eartb 
Siole every form of byeïiness. Tbe air 
Bigbed faintly witb its burden of perfume. 
And lifted on its wings tbe golden ligbt 
Tbat streamed m waving pennons» fluttering 
To tbe slow motion of some zepbyr's wing. 
Nigbt's sensitive flowers bad oped tbeir starry eyes, 
Undaunted by tbe moon's love-looking face» 
And breatbed tbeir sweetnesa to tbe gratle wind 
As coyly, yet as tenderly as giris 
Wbisper tbe first confession of tbebr love. 
AU 'neatb tbat sky was loveliness and peace» 
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8aT6 where npon a wide and groTe-bonnd plain 
Laj the wbite tenta of soldiera» and the dmm 
Beat the tattoo ihat warned them to repose. 
Or the gnard's sleepless vigil. 

But OM heard 
The aolemn beat of that tattooing dram, 
To whom e'en weariness, and a day's toil 
Beneath a torrid sun, could not win sleep. 
He with the fonn towering and gracefol, 
And jet délicate — a boy in seeming. 
The high pale brow, and the dark wary hair, 
Haye a fine placid beauty ; but the eye, 
Sare now, when tears are in it, bas a fire 
That makes the face seem fearful ; and the lip» 
Used to compression, bas the bent of scom — 
A dark, fierce, bitter scom — the sconi of hâte* 
But he is softened now ; the scène, the time, 
Haye found a soul-spring in his stormy being ; 
And thoughts hare corne of a time like to this, 
When he was sinless, and when love first fell 
Upon his way ward heart. But like the dew 
Wîthin the calyx of some nozious fk>wer, 
It but dbtilled its poison, and his sod 
Steeped deadlîness withîn it. She he lo^red 
Was like a star to him, she was so pure ; 
A fair yoong créature, with a qwet face. 
And an eye clear aa heaven, and as starry. 
Yet was there beavty in her quietness ; 
As a lake, when 'tis waveless, looks most deept 
And her he loved — and 'twas perchance becaose 
That she was so nnlike him that she gave 
More floope to bis impetuous nature than wodd one 
Who could be wild as he was. But he loved — 
No, worsbiped had been better said thaa loved — 
For he had set her image m his heart,. 
And bowed him down like an idolater. 
In impious adoration, we he knew 
Or hardly cared to know, that she would look 
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With wannth upon his passion. He dream'd not 

That one so gentle could tura from the power 

Of the same spell that bound kim. But he found, 

Too late to sare his peace» her heart preferred 

The homage of aaother. Then sprang forth 

The démon m his nature. With a howl 

He fled through night and darkness, recking not 

Of men's thoughts or of danger. On he went, 

Gnashing his teeth with rage, and hissing out 

Ourses upon bis rival Thus was spent 

The first burst of his fury ; then there came 

A darker spirit, with a deadlier aim, 

And counseled with the démon in his heart. 

And it consented. Ere the stars had looked 

Upon another meeting of the lovers, 

One slept in death ; and he, the assassin, stole 

A look of triumph on his bloody work» 

Then fled to terve Ma countrt I ^ He saw not 

Hi9 bitterest revenge, the belpless grief 

Of her who died of madness. 

'Twas this, the story of her pitifd death. 
And her long suflfering first, that woke once more 
The inner wells of feeling, and drew tears, 
The first had moistened his wild, buming eye 
For many terriUe months. For hours he wept^ 
Till drowsiness, like a nepenthe, soothed 
His wakened feeling, and sleep came with dreams. 
In thought he wandered weary o'er the earth» 
Seeking a place to bide himself from men ; 
But aH the world was peopled, and the crowds 
That met him every where, ail looked on him 
With their astonished eyes, as if to say, 
** How ! art thou hère ?" and children shrunk away» 
And peered at him from out each window nook, 
Mocking at him, yet fearing to be seen. 
Kowhere was solitude ; he had grown old 
Seeking for rest that he might never find ; 
2 
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And DOW he sat him on a churcfa's steps, 

Fainting from utter helplessness and want. 

A orowd swepi by him. On, with stately step. 

Came a procession, headed by a bier 

Shrouded with sable drapery ôf grief. 

They were the first that had not heeded him, 

And wondering with a strange happiness 

If he had not been dreaming ail his woe, 

He followed the procession to the vault, 

Beneath the marble pavement of the church. 

And saw them lift the coffîn-lid once more , 

£re its pale inmate perished from their sight ; 

When lo ! the corpse sat upright, and its hand, 

Wasted and fle&hless, pointed straight at him ; 

And the eyes gazed with terror ; and the lips 

Breaihed a low wail of fear, and, quivering, closed ; 

Then the corpse sank back motionless again. 

Enough for him. Ëven the haggard face. 

And hair more white than silver, could not make 

His heart deceive him. 'Twas her altered form. 

The crowd tumed to him when that bony hand 

Pointed him out, and when surprise was past, 

Rushed with a yell upon him. Thus he woke. 

The moming drum proclaimed the time was near 

When deadly contest between foe and foe 

Required his soldier's spirit, and he shook 

The îafluencefrom him of that dreadful dream. 

And went forth to the struggle. 

Night came again, and closed the scène of strife ; 
But not a night of beauty. 'Twould hâve mocked 
Too mncfa the désolation of the blood-stained earth, 
Had beaming skies looked on it. Flying clouds 
Belted the moon with mouming ; and the wind 
Moaned hoarsely through the tree-tops» that bent low 
To évade its rising fury. In this hour 
A dying wretch uplifted his pale face, 
Praying for that wherewith to quench his thirst. 
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And cool bis burning fever; and there came 

In answer to bis prayer a gentle hand 

Bearmg tbe draugbt of water ; and a voice 

Of sympatby in foreign accent bade 

The sufferer take courage, and revive. 

But deatb was at bis beart» and gasping out 

Tbe name of ber wbom be bad doubly murdered, 

He quivered in bis agony, and died. 

And tbe kind Mexic woman, witb a sigb, 

Eept on ber way in mercy, giving life 

Alike to foe or countryman ; and ail 

Eaised tbeir weak bands, and blessed ber as sbe passed« 



THE POST-BOY'S SONG. 

The nigbt is dark, and tbe way is long, 

And tbe clouds are flying f ast ; 
Tbe nigbt- wind sings a dreary song, 

And tbe trees creak in tbe blast : 
Tbe moon is down in tbe tossmg sea. 

And tbe stars sbed not a ray ; 
Tbe ligbtning flasbes fearfully. 

But I must on my vray. 

Full many a bundred time bave I 

Gone o'er it in tbe dark, 
Till my faitbful steeds can well descry 

Eacb long familiar mark : 
Witbal, sbould péril come té-nigbt, 

God bave us in bis care ! 
For witbout belp, and witbout ligbt, 

Tbe boldest well beware. 
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16 THE POST-BOT's SONO. 

Like a shuttle thrown by the hand of fate, 

Forward and back I go ; 
Bearing a thread to the desolate 

To darken their web of woe ; 
And a brighter thread to the glad of heart» 

And a mmgled one to ail ; 
But the dark and the hght I oan not part, 

Nor alter their hues at ail. 

Now on, my steeds I the lightning's flash 

An instant gilds our way ; 
But steady ! by that dreadful crash 

The heavens seemed rent away. 
Soho ! hère cornes the blast anew. 

And a peltmg flood of rain ; 
Steady ! a sea seems bursting through 

A rift in some upper main. 

'Tis a terrible nîght, a dreary hour. 

But who will remember to pray 
That the care of the storm-controlling power 

May be over the post-boy 's way? 
The wayward wanderer from his home, 

The sailor upon the sea, 
Hâve prayers to bless them where they roam- 

Who thinketh to pray for me ? 

But the scène is changed ! up rides the moon 

Like a shîp upon the sea ; 
Now on, my steeds ! this glorious noon 

Of a night so dark shall be 
A scène for us ; toss high your heads 

And cheerily speed away ; 
We shall startle the sleepers m their beds 

Before the dawn of day. 

Like a shuttle thrown by the hand of fate, 
Forward and back I go ; 
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Bearing a thread to the desolate 

To darken their web of woe ; 
And a brighter thread to the glad of heart. 

And a mingled one for ail ; 
But the dark and the light I can not part, 
Nor alter their hues at alL 



THE PESERTED CITY. 



I HÀD been weeping — not the April dew 
That leaves the heart the lighter for the shedding ; 
But drops of anguish, from a fountain full 
Of bitter waters — troubled, too, and deep. 
Till the moon rose to the horizon's brim 
And looking o'er the earth with a calm smile, 
Went on her peaceful way among the stars» 
I sat with brow bared to the balmy breath 
Of the soft breeze of evening, as it came 
Whispering around me with a luliing song, 
Kissing most tenderly my fevered brow, 
Wooing the agony from my wild puise» 
And striving by its blandishments to steal * 

My soûl away into forgetfulness. 
And when the moon, like a sweet white-robed mother, 
In ail her pensive loveliness uprose, 
And went forth, with her stUl white feet, among 
The stars, her sleeping children, with a smile 
Of mingled majesty and matchless love, 
I raised my eyes as a lone orphan would, 
Longing for the great bliss of tendemess ; 
And lo ! the light of her angelic face 
Was bent upon me — sad, but oh, so sweet ! 
And by degrees my anguish wore away. 
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And the tumultuous throbbing of my puise 
Grew low, subdued, and gentle ; and I breathed 
My sorrow ont in sighs, that were no more 
The deep convulsiveness of bitter grief. 
And by and by the earih and I, her child, 
Slumbered in peace beneath the gentle reign 
Of the fair queen of bright dominioned night. 
But still I deemed that I was by my casement» 
And that there lay beneath me, in the light 
Of the fuU midnight moon, a lovely city ; 
A city beautiful with trees and foontains, 
And Works of grâce and splendor, and high dômes ; 
Palaces gUttéring in the moon's bright rays, 
Gleaining like alabàster ; and broàd streets 
Paved costlily with marble in mosaîc, 
But overgrown with grass and trailing weeds. 
The spires, and palace-towers, and monuments, 
Gleamed brightly in the moonlight, but rank moss 
Waved from the terraces to the swaying wind, 
With a low, rustling sound, and full of woe. 
No print of feet was seen on any door-stone, 
Not from one casement streamed the light of lomps» 
But every where had désolation stalked, 
Till not even one of ail thèse palaces 
Owned lord or serf — ^but ail were tenantless. 
And I alone was the sole living thing 
That breathed within the city's silent walls. 
The loneliness was awful ; I stole down 
From my still chamber to the trackless street. 
And onward still, from palace unto palace, 
Entering each by the wide-opened doors, 
Whose hinges were no longer free to tum ; 
And flitting ghostlily from room to room, 
Pursued by phantom fears, I hastened on. 
^The moodight checkered the cold marble floors. 
And gleamed upon rich velvet, and high walls 
Hung with dark paintings, frescoing their sides ; 
And glittered on large mirrors, that had not 
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Reflected life fbr many a silent year. 

Volumes unoped were lying mouldering, 

Yases whose flowers crumbled to the touoh, 

Gems and rich ornaments, were scattered round, 

AU useless and neglected. In a hall, 

Decked for the revel of the bright and young, 

Were lamps ail garlanded with withered flowers, 

And tables spread with rich untasted wines, 

And burdened with their weight of services. 

My fears grew tremulous, and I sat down, 

Reclining on the velvet now become 

Faded and ruined for the want of use. 

And tried to think of ail that had been hère ; 

But ever and anon my fancy made 

A Sound to startle me where none could be ; 

And forms were flitting in the twilight dini, 

Caused by the moon's uncertain briîliancy 

Of grotesque shapelessness, and mocking me 

With looks of grim défiance, 'tili my brain 

Grew wild with terror, and I screaméd, to make 

A real sound to fright away my fears. 

But écho, waked from such long slumbering. 

Gave back a hoUow and hoarse moaning voice 

That made the place miore awful than before. 

And shrieking in my terror, I sprang up, 

Bunnîng from room to room in my despaîr, 

Until from weariness I paused, at length, 

Within a chamber vast and desolate, 

Hung with a solemn tapestry of black. 

Upon a throne of marble, phûn and firm, 

A giant skeleton sat stark and stiff, 

Holding a scepter in his bony hand. 

This, then, the prince of ail this fair outlay 

Of wealth — and loneliness ! I mused — and woke, 

My head reclming on some few old letters 

I had been reading as the twilight faded. 

How like this city had my heart become ! 

Once it was fair, and gamished by Love's hand ; 
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But Love was banished, and the monarch Self, 
Had died of his own loneliness. Once more 
I vowed to call Love from his exilement. 
And make the city ail his own again. 



FOREST SPIRITS; OR, THE WOODS OF THE WEST. 

Know ye the shades that inhabit our woods, 
The spirits that dwell in their deep solitudes ? 
Hâve ye not heard them awa;y in the shade. 
And listened with awe to the sounds that they made ? 
And hâve ye not trembled with fear, when aloAe 
Ye hâve heard in the forest their low solemn tone ? 
Hâve ye not heard, when the tempest was nigh, 
Their voice in the wood like a mortal's wild cry ? 
And did ye not hear, when the storm was allayed, 
Their low wailing sigh stealing out o'er the glade ? 
'Twas the voices of spirits — I know where they dwell. 
And oft hâve I listened the taies that they tell. 

Far away, in the forest's impervious gloom, 
Where the birds never sing, and the flowers never bloom, 
Where the darkness is deep as the midnight can be, 
And the owl hoots ail day in his horrible glee ; 
Where the snake and the lizard crawl over the mouldi * 
And feast in the darkness, the damp, and the cold — 
It is hère that the spirits that shriek and that nioan, 
Retreat when the wrath of the tempest hath gone. 
And the taies that they tell are of wrath and of blood ; 
Of the fight on the plain, and the chase on the flood ; 
Of the whoop, and the yell, and the death of the brave, 
And of woman's wild wail o'er the warrior's grave ; 
their voice is as wild as the ocean-bird's cry, 
As it shrieks o'er the wave, and rings up to the sky I 
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But in the deep shade of the violet dells. 

Are the spirits that tell us of loyers' farewells ; 

And we hear them at night when the flower-opîng breeze 

Just rustles the boughs of the leaf-laden trees. 

They tell of the love of the dark forest maid» 

Of the iwords that were said 'neath the willow-bough's shade ; 

Of the anger of rivais, the challenge to fight, 

Of the death of the brave, and the funeral rite ; 

Of the maiden's mad sorrow ; and whispering wild, 

They tell of the grief of the chief for his child — 

That beneath the lake's waters, so dark acnd so deep, 

The maiden sank down to her visionless sleep. 

And the girls of the forest at evening brought flowers, 

The fairest that grew in their wild woodland bowers. 

And scattered them over the lake's silver breast, 

And chanted a dirge that the spirit mîght rest. 

But 'twas whispered the maiden came up from the wave, 

To ramble at eve with her warrior brave ; 

And the spirits that dwell in the woods caught the tond 

Of the maiden's low wail and the warrior's moan ; 

And still at this hour, when the breeze wanders hj, 

Breathe out in the forest the» low moumful cry« 

Hâve you not been where the silver beech flingeth 
Its arms o'er the spot where the wood-fountain springetii? 
Where the fem and the wild-flower bend o'er its brim 
To gaze on their shadows so dark and so dim ; 
Where the moss like a carpet of velvet is spread. 
And its roots are inwove with the bright golden thread ; 
Where the Miintergreen berries like ruby-drops shine, 
And the turf is embroidered with wild cypress vine ; 
Where the brave olden trees, towerîng up to the blue, 
Let scarcely a glimpse of the golden day through ; 
Where the light is as soft as the orangë^tree's bloom, 
And the birds rarely sing, overpowered with perfume ? 
It waa hère that the tawny-browed queen of the wood 
Came to dream of her love in the dun solitude ; 
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And the spirits that watched q'er her slambers repeat 
In their low silver voices, so cleàr and so sweet, 
A thousand soft murmurs, the tones of her love, 
Like the gush of a fountaîn, the coo of a dove ; 

their voice is as thrilling, their accent as wild, 

As the heart and the dream of the dark forest child ! 

Enow ye the spirits that dwell by the river 

That rolleth its flood to the océan forever ; 

That rusheth and roareth from mountain to plain, 

'Till its thunder is lost in a sullen complain ? 

Hâve ye not stood where the torrent was breaking 

Its tide on the rocks, till each écho awaking, 

Hath joined in the chorus with torrent and river. 

And lengthened the anthem forever and ever ? 

Hâve ye not been where the rivulet leapeth 

On through the shade where the willow-bough weepetb, 

Glancing along in its beautiful motion, 

Till the river hath borne it away to the océan ? 

Ah, there are spirits by brooklet and river, 

Where the giant trees grow or the frail flowers quiver, 

In the glen and the dell, by tbe lake and the fountain. 

In the shadowy wood, on the pine-covered mountain — 

Not a spot where the foot of the white man can tread, 

But spirits are whispering taies of the dead. 

Proud forests ! ye stately old woods of the West, 

In what glorious hues are your aged boughs drest! 

How bravely ye stand in your gorgeous pride, 

Decked out in the robes that old autumn hath dyéd ; 

Yet my heart hath grown sadder by gazing on ye. 

And list'ning the voices that sigh from each tree. 

For they tell of the red man — the child of the wood — 

And bis form seems to rise in the dim sohtude ; 

And Bow when the autumn winds sigh through the trees,. 

His voice haunts my ear with each swell of the breeze ; 

1 hear his low call, and his step stealing by, 

The twang of the bow, and the bird's sudden cry — 
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A thousand wild murmurings tremble in air. 

And startle my spirit with thrillmgs of fear ; 

Yet I love the wild music for breathing the tone 

Of âges gone by. and of races long flown. 

Old forests ! ye stand in your majesty yet, 

Beariog proudly the seal by the Deity set ; 

First temples of God — where His présence still seems 

To tremble Uke visions of angels in dreams ; 

Would that never thine echoes might wake to repeat 

The voice of the white man, the tread of his feet ; 

For the shades which inhabit shall flee from thy dells. 

And the shelter be torn from thy wild-springing wells ; 

And thy shadowy recesses, dim as the night, 

Shall be oped to the glare of the summer-day's light ; 

And thy soft mossy glades, by the wood-blossom starred, 

By the tramp of his footsteps be stricken and marred. 

Where the pride of thy bosom now towers to the skies, 

Shall a temple of famé in the future arise ; 

And man in the pride of his strength shall erase 

Of the forest's wild grandeur each lingering trace. 

Columbia's forests ! how proudly ye wave 

O'er the white man's domain, and the Indian's grave * 

Yet do ye not moum that the sons of thy shade 

Hâve been driven away from the homes they had made ? 

Do not the wild spirits in glade, glen, and dell. 

Echo moumfuUy over the Indian's farewell ? 

Or is it the farewell to man's first abode, 

Murmuring still from thy branches, great wind-harp of God ? 
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NiOHT, lovely nun, had donned her sable yail, 
And BofUy as a dream had stolen fortb 
From evening's shadowy cloisters, and begon 
To ligbt her Testai fires in beaven's high vatdt. 
When thèse were burning bright, she lifted up 
The moon's great golden lamp to beaven's midst. 
And shrinkîng from the light herself had made, 
Fled to the shadows of the woods and hills, 
To keep her holy vigil. The tired earth slept 
Softly as girlhood, and the air was stîll 
As înfant's breathing, save when from the grove 
Came the low murmur of dew-dripping trees. 
And notes of night-birds singing to their loves. 
But it was burdened with the sweets of flowers. 
And the rich fragrance of magnolia trees, 
That lifted their proud, lovely heads afar 
Toward the brightness of the beaming sky. 
As loving and imploring — as our soûls 
Go out in prayer to beauty, with a gosh 
Of holy tenderness we can not quell. 

Amid the scène, the only unblest thing, 
Walked Manhood, with bis bot and painful puise 
Throbbîng with scarce less fever even when 
Night's holy présence chided bis mad dreams. 
He walked and mused ; anon be flung bis arms 
With passionate véhémence; and low words, 
Uttered with emphasis that thrilled the air. 
Came from bis writhing lips ; and bis bent head 
Was lifted not toward beaven — as if he feared, 
Or had forgot its beauty. Thus he strode, 
Muttering bis restless fancies to himself, 
And making discord in night's silent hymn, 
mi from the shadow of an orange grove 
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Flasbed out a sudden vision ; and a word 

Like one fine note of music caught his ear : 

** Alberto !" — ^but be started not witb joy 

At tbe sweet bidding. Sullenly be tumed 

And gazed in silence, till from very fear 

Of tbis dark mood sbe fled into bis arms. 

And nestled timidly upon bis breast, 

And looked into bis face, and spoke again 

His name in softest accents : *' My Alberto 1" 

Still did be gaze unmoved, until ber tears 

Forced from bis lips tbeir venom. " Eloise, 

Once to bave beld tbee tbus witbin my arms 

Would bave been bliss like beaven's. But tbou art falso— 

Most beautiful, but false." And witb bis gaze 

Bent sternly on tbe pale and tearful face 

Tume4 upward to bis own, be pusbed ber back» 

And folded up bis arms. 

" Art tbou not mad, 
Dearest Alberto ; or is tbis a fraud, 
Tbougb strange and cruel, uscd to try my love ? 
Tell me if tbou dost mean to test my trutb." 

" Tbou bast no trutb to prove, fair Eloise ; 
And I say tbou art false, wbo loved tbee most ; 
Tben spare us botb tbese feints and artful words. 
I could forgive tbee if tbou didst not play 
Tbe actress witb me now. And now I go ; 
But ère I go, l'il say I do forgive tbee. 
God bless tbee, Eloise !" 

" One moment stay 1 
Leave me not, or I die, tbis bour and bere. 
My sensés are bewildered, and tbis seems 
An ill-timed jest tbat you will soon ezplaîn. 
You ca» not tbink me false. Ob, augbt but tbis 1 
Tell me your love is altered, or protest 
Tbat you bave never loved me : tbat would give 
8 
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Strength to my pride, and I could li^e and smile ; 
But part not from me mth the cruel charge 
That / am the one perjured." 

The stem man 
Was softened for a moment, and he took 
Those clasped hands in his own, and pressed a kiss 
Upon the cold, white brow, and laid her head 
Again upon his bosom. But the touch 
Recalled his iron will. " Nay, Eloise, 
Why should I trust thee ? Has not ail the world 
Leamed this before I murmured, while I was 
The dupe of my own blindness ? Do not think 
I stoop to breathe reproaches. Never waste 
A thought upon my fortunes ; for I give 
My heart henceforward to ambition's race, 
And worship famé alone. Beauty's wiles 
Shall never stay my footsteps — ^men shall be 
The instruments of greatness to myself, 
And V\\ forget that ever I did dream 
This vain and broken fancy of first love." 

As if an adder coiled about her form, 
She started from his arms. " Alberto, hear ! 
You charge my soûl with falsehood for no cause 
Save the world's idle babble ; cnielly 
You break asunder every tie that binds 
My very life to yours. I will not say 
Again that I am innocent, but tum 
Your charge upon yourself ; for never love 
Coldly and calmly thus relinquished love. 
I know the bane that has distilled this ruin. 
Go, give your manhood to it ! and when âge 
Comes with its weary heart and feeble puise, 
Weigh then what you hâve giûned against your loss ; 
I can divine the balance. Go ; farewell !" 

Alberto gazed upon that hueless face, 
With the dark, passionate eyes now bright with soom. 
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And the lips ashen with the stîfled pain. 
And the proud form more peerless in its pride, 
Till his brain swam with dizziness ; yet turned 
And followed his dark monitor» Ambition. * * * 

A half-score years had fled, Within a room, 
Where wealth and élégance combined with art 
To make a home for genîus, as are set 
Rich gems in finest gold, reclined a man, 
The master of the place. The silken lounge 
Was placed beside a window, through which stole, 
Waying the parted curtains, the sweet breath 
Of the yoimg spring-time ; and it stirred his haïr, 
Dallying with the curls, until it brought 
The memory of a tîme when a fair hand 
Had parted those dark locks upon his brow, 
And twined the jeweled fingers with their shreds, 
While he pored over the time-honored tome 
That fed his dreams of glory. And there came 
Over his heart a yearning to behold 
The idol of his youth, to which was given 
AU his heart knew of love. That one last scène, 
Fraught with the destiny of both, came back 
With strange distinctness ; and a chilling dread 
Haunted him like a speeter. 

Famé was won, 
And wealth and honor ; ail he hoped and wished ; 
Yet he looked back upon a sea of strife ; 
And forward, a wide désert met his view ; 
And what at best was life ? When ail was won, 
Then the désire was dead ; and loathingly 
He turned him from the spectacle that lay 
Within the gilded temple he had sought. 

Beneath the splendors of a southem sky, 
A palace reared its walls. Stately and fah*, 
It rose amid a groye of flowering trees, 
Whose perfume burdened ail the sunny air. 
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Fountains gnshed in tbe sbade, and flowQn bloomed. 
And vines were clambering over trellked walks. 
And balconies were radiant with bloom ; 
AU ibings wiibout were lovely ; and within 
Was a cbarmed dwelling ; so mucb art, 
Witb wealtb and skill, bad fasbioned tbat was fair. 
But one wbo came, paused at tbe outer gâte, 
And pondered long before be took bis way 
Toward tbe bigb-arcbed portai. Tbere be paused. 
And laid bis band upon bis beating beart 
To still its sickenmg tumult. 
Menials bade 
Tbe stranger enter softly, for tbat deatb 
Was tben witbin tbeir walls. He busbed bis beart. 
And questioned of tbem wbo bad latelj died ; 
And tbey told bim tbis story : '* Sbe wbo lies 
Sbrouded in yonder cbamber, bas long been 
Bereft of reason, tbougb so sweet and kind. 
And so majestic in ber daily port, 
Tbat none ezcept ber bousebold ever knew 
Tbe wildness of ber fancies. But sbe bad 
A pbantasy tbat some one, one Alberto, 
Was gone upon a pilgrimage, from wbicb 
Wben be retumed be'd claim ber for bis bride. 
And so sbe planned tbis palace and tbese grounds. 
And fumisbed ail tbings to receive ber love. 
Sbe bad a portrait in a certain cbamber, 
Wbicb sbe said was Alberto's ;' and a cbair, 
Fasbioned luzuriously, was set beside 
A table coyered witb tbe cboicest books ; 
And bere sbe sat sometimes witb ber guitar, 
On a low ottoman, beside tbat cbair. 
And tbougbt tbat sbe was listened to by bim ; 
And would look up, and smile, and cbide bis frowns ; 
But tbis was only in ber wildest moods. 
At lengtb ber reason came, and sbe fell îll. 
And wasted witb consumption. But sbe died 
In tbe room called Alberto's. 
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Our lady, sir, 
Was very beautiful, and you can see 
The corse» if you désire." 

He followed tbem 
To ihe dim cbamber of the white-robed dead, 
And saw them lift the pall, and then he spoke — 
*' / am Alberto ; leave me bere alone !" 
Wondering, they tumed away» and he knelt down 
Beside the flower-strewn hier. 

jAt eve they came 
To rouse the stranger from bis moumfol watch ; 
But to theb: kind entreaties no reply 
Came from the moumer's lips ; and wben they raised 
His forebead from the bosom of the corse, 
They quailed with terror, for he too was dead. 
Her love had come at length, and Death bad wed them ! 



DREAMINGS OF LIFE. 

I 8LEPT, and in my sleep I thought 

That I was in a dream — 
A dream so eamest and so strange, 

That even now I deem 
'Twas more than the vague phantasies 

With which our slumbers teem. 

I thought 'twas night — such a night I 

A night 80 strangely fair, 
Wben the stars smile down so angel-like. 

And through the lucid air 
The moonbeams poured in a sbining doud 

Like a mass of golden hair 1 
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The shadows of the summer trees 

Made columns dark and long 
Across the brigbtly sparkling^ txa(, 

And tbeir leayes kept up a song — 
A song tbey'd learaed of tbe dreamy brook 

That sung as it flowed along. 

Oft bave I beard tbat tune ai nîgbt» 
As it came from tbe waying wood, 

Wben tbe breeze was reveling 'mong tbe bougbs. 
And stirring tbe solitude ; 

And it ever filled my youtbfui beart 
Witb a wild and yearning mood. 

I dreamed tbat I stood in a spot most like 

A place tbat I })ad seen, 
Witb its waving wood on a moonlit bank. 

And turf of dewy sbeen, 
And its intertwining canopy, 

Witb tbe moon and stars between. 

Tbe river tbat glided at my feet, 

And trilled its murmured tone, 
Had a sound like sometbing I bad beard 

In tbe blissful years agone ; 
And I marveled bow I reacbed tbat place, 

Yet never tbe cbange bad known. 

Tbe long grass waved from tbe water's edge. 

And dipped in tbe silver tide ; 
And its sbadow laid on tbe glittering waves 

As tbe lasbes of some young bride 
Do droop o'er tbe clear, dark, sbining well, 

Wbere ber timîd feelings bide. 

I tbougbt 'twas strange I was standing tbere, 
Alone witb tbe midnigbt moon. 
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And a shuddering fear thrilled through my yems 

A3 I lis}ened the night-wind's tone ; 
And as it sighed in my unbound bair, 

I smothered a whispered moan. 

But the vision that rose in the yellow air 

Held my shuddering sensés still ; 
I could not speak, or breathe, or stir, 

But a damp and deathly chill 
Bound with îts icy grasp my heart, 

That it could not even thrill. 

A ghostly form, with silver hair 

Flowing down to bis feet. 
And a face so dark, and withered, and wild. 

And eyes that I dared not meet — 
So stony and cold tbey looked on me 

From brows as white as sleet. 

<<Sball I show thee life ?" he spoke at length. 

But I answered not for fear ; 
And a mocking smile played on bis face, 

So withered, and wild, and sere ; 
And I closed my eyes for a moment» till 

That look should disappear. 

But wben I looked, in its wonted tide 

My blood flowed fast and free ; 
And almost without knowing wby 

I laugbed in my careless glee ; 
And naught at ail of the strange old man 

Could my happy vision see. 

I seemed to stand on that moonlit bank 

With a form on either side, 
Of friends I bad known in girlhood's days 

Ere either the wodd bad tried — 
Of a girl in her earliest loveliness. 

And a boy in youth's first pride. 
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Her arms were twined about my form ; 

I looked into her eyes ; 
The light that shone in their starry depths 

Was as clear as summer skies ; 
And her face had that pure spirit-look 

That any sin défies. 

Her dark curis laid upon my neck, 

Her clear cheek to my own. 
And her gentle breath perfumed the air 

Like hyacinths half-blown ; 
While words of sweetest poetry 

Wreathed with her music tone. 

The proud boy marked her soft, lovr words ; 

His tones grew wild and deep, 
And I felt the heart so near my own 

More passionately leap, 
And the warm blood to her rose-leaf cheek 

In a swift torrent sweep. 

And still we three held converse there, 

Beneath the midnight moon, 
Nor thought that the night was waning fast. 

And the stars would veiy soon 
Grow wan and pale in the misty air, 

As if smking in a swoon ! 

Tlœ scène was changea. In a yaulted hall 

I sat amid a crowd. 
And roun^ me pressed an eager throng 

Of the gifted and the proud ; 
And ail to the might of éloquence 

In quiet rapture bowed. 

I almost hushed my breath to hear, 
Tet strongly my heart beat ; 
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And I dreamed it would be bltss to live 

Forever at his feet, 
At the feet of him whose éloquence 

Was 80 strangely grand and sweet ! 

But a sudden thought dashed on my braîn, 
The thought of that night in June» 

When a boy stood on the river bank, 
Beneath the midnight moon ; 

And I knew the son of famé was be 
I had known in years agone ! 

Then I thought of the gîrl with the dreamy eyes» 
But ère my thoughts were shaped, * 

I seemed to stand beside a hier 
With sable velvet draped ; 

And a man knelt there in agony, 
Of which no sound escaped. 

And I seemed to read the hidden past 

As it were from out a book ; 
I knew full well why that strong man 

In such mute anguish shook ; 
And I shrunk away from him, nor dared 

Upon his grief to look. 

ffe was the boasted idol-shrine 

Round which a nation bowed ; 
And the wild acclaim of worshipers — 

The blinding incense-cloud — 
Had hidden too long the idolater 

Now folded in her shroud. 

Another change — ^and a noble man, 

With brow of kingly pride, 
Trod proudly through a glittering throng 

With a fair girl by his side ; 
And I knew by her snowy yail and wreath 

She was a youthful bride. 
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I remembered the fair and shroaded form 

I had seen upon tbe bier» 
And almost witbout knowing whj, 

My spirit quailed wit^ fear ; 
And tbougb I strove to be ^t ( 

I could not see or hear. 



Once more I stood on tbat moonUt bank. 
And tbat old man gazed on me, 

And bis stonj eyes sbone witb disdain 
As be asked " Wbuldêt thou now see 

Another page in the book of life — 
A page filled out for tbee ?" 

I could not bide tbat old man's smÙe, 
It sbone tbrougb tbe yellow air 

Witb sucb a wild derisive gleam. 
And bis eyes bad sucb a stare— 

A stare so frozen and icy cold 
Tbat surely tbey could not glare. 

Again my curdling blood stood still ; 

I struggled to even moan ; 
rbe old man smiled a pitiful smile. 

And I sank into a swoon ; 
Nor dreamed again, 'till from my sleep 

I was wakened by tbe tune 
Of tbe nigbt-wind in tbe waving wood. 

And tbe brigbtness of tbe moon. 
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I KNow one — I wiah you knew her, 

Dark-eyed, rose-lipped, darling Eate I 
Many an eye's bright cynoBure, 

Many a fond heart's star of fate. 
Stately as the lily-blossom, 

And as queenly and as fair ; 
Wîth no sin in her young bosom. 

On ber brow no shade of care. 

Should you see her you would love her; 

AU who ever knew her do ; 
But I fear you can not move her 

To confess that she loves you. 
For the little witch is wicked. 

In a pretty, barmless way, 
And if you should seem tormented, 

Would delight to say you "nay/* 

Half-a-dozen dimples hover 

'Hong the roses on her cheek ; 
Should she smile, you'U soon discover 

How ihey play at hide-and-seek. 
And her smile is just the fleetest, 

Brightest, most enchanting smile 1 
And her merry laugh the sweetest 

You will hear in many a mile. 

From her pure and child-like forehead 

Many a dark-brown silken tress, 
Simply and demurely braided, 

Still betrays her loveliness. 
And the eyelids' long dark lashes 

Haye a most provoking art, 
Drooping when the soft eye flashes 

With the truth of her wild heart. 
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Should she let them smile upon you 

Witli their own peculiar light, 
Eeep yoar heaviest armor on you, 

For there's mischief in the sprite. 
If you hâve the heart of human, 

She will pilfer it away ; 
And 80 slyly, how the woman 

Got it you could never say. 

But with ail is Eate the dearest» 

Eindest little girl on earth ; 
With an eye and soûl the clearest. 

And the softest in their mirth. 
Stately as the lily-blossom, 

And as queenly and as fair, 
With no sin in her young bosom. 

On her brow no shade of care. 



THE OLD MAN'S FAVORITE. 

Do you ask where she has fled — 
Fanny, with the laughing eyes ? 

Should I tell you *' She is dead/' 
You would mimic tears and sighs. 
And prétend a sad surprise. 

Tester- week, when you were hère, 
She was sitting on your knee, 

Whispering stories in your ear 
With. an air of mystery. 
And a roguish glanée at me. 
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Fanny's heart was always light, 

Light and free as plumed bird ; 
When she glanced witliin our sîght. 

Or her merry voice we heard, 

Music in our hearts was stirred. 

Ask you stOl where Fanny hîdes ? 

I will tell you by and by ; 
Look you where the river glides. 

In whose depths the shadows lie, 

Mingled of the earth and sky. 

Fanny always loved that spot ; 

There her favorite flowers grew — 
Violet, Forget-me-not, 

Ând the Iris' gold and bine, 

With its pearly beads of dew. 

Oft on the old rustic bridge, 

Made of supple boughs entwîned, 
Han^ng from each margin's ridge 

Like a hammock in the wind, 

Fanny fearlessly reclined. 

And she told me, while her eyes 

Filled with tears of childish blis8« 
That she could see Paradise, 

From her rocking restîng-place» 

Mirrored in the river's face ; 

That she saw the tall trees wave ; 

Bright-winged birds among their bowers ; 
And a river that did lave 

Banks o'ergrown with fairest flowers, 

And a sky more bright than ours. 

Then she asked, with such a smile 

As an angel face might wcar. 
If she watched a long, long while, 
4 
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;\ 

She should see her mother there, 
Walking in the groves 8o fair. 

When to soothe the chUd I said^ 
She should see mamma in heayen, 

To that frail old bridge she sped 
As if wings to her were given ; 
And — ^but look — ^7011 see 'tis riyen I 

Ah ! jou start — ^your looks are wild — 
Calm yourself old man, I pray ; 

Fanny was an angel child. 
And 'tis well she's gone away 
To her Paradise so gay I 



QUEEN MARY'S LOVER. 

Thinx the warrant» lovely Mary, thine the hand that writes my 

doom! 
Thou shalt see how dies a lover when his mistress opes his tomb ; 
Matchless Mary» divine Mary» Love's and Beauty's peerless queen» 
Death has not a pang to daunt me» not a terror tiiat can haimt 

me; 
What thou sendest to me» Mary» I can meet with smiling mien. 

Call me not an impious traitor ! he who loves so well as I 

Hell nor heaven could make disloyal, though his madness make 

him die. 
Heaven préserve thee when I perish other friends that are as 

true; 
Traitors' gilded snaret» may find thee» and theb: cunning toils 

may bind thee» 
Then may love like mine» Mary» live to show its truth to yoo. 
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Thou hast saved tbine honor, Mary ; thou hast kept thj stainless 

name; 
Be my loyal blood the voucher for thy spotlessness of famé ; 
But its worth will be diminished by the price >whlch thou hast 

given, 
And thy secret heart rebelling, to thy soûl will ère be telling 
That thy truest lover waits thee on the confines of his heaven. 

Was I a traitor, blest Mary» when I saw thee kneeling there 
In thy chamber's holy silence» sending up thy evening prayer ? 
Not the holy Virgin Mother could more pure or glorious seem ; 
And when from thy lips ascending, my name with thy God's was 

blending — 
Mary, Mary» as immortal as my soûl will be that dream ! 

Did I wrong her whom I worshiped» was her beauty made profane ? 
Let my life-blood pay the penance» and remove the blushing stain ; 
Still the daring sin committed which the queen can not forgive» 
In thy woman's soûl repenting» finds a gênerons relenting» 
Which while it would slay the subject, would still bid the lover 
live. 

God protect thee, beauteous princess, when the faithful are no 

more» 
God's guiding angels pilot thee to Time's etemal shore ; 
Though thy subject» Mary» fears not death» his heart doth sorely 

bleed» 
For the future opes before him» and the prophet's vail falls o'er 

him, 
And he sees for thee» sweet» hapless queen» a '' time and hour of 

need." 

The sullen bell is toUing that calls me to my doom ; 

Another moming's sun will shine upon thy lover's tomb ; 

I see thee at thy casement high» thy face bedewed with tears — 

fare-thee-well» my soul's bright queen» this sight divine that I 

hâve seen» 
Of Mary weeping at my death» is worth a life of years I 
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NoT from fancy's land of wonders 

Corne the dreams that haunt my brain. 
But from ont the past*s dim chambers 

Glide anon the shadowy train. 
On each pale and solemn visage 

Is some old remembrance prest, 
Some old memory that hath lingered 

Ever fadeless in my breast. 

And as troop on troop of visions 

Through thought's silent halls défile, 
Like the ancient ghosts that wander 

Through some lone cathedral aisle. 
New-bom fancies mix and mingle 

With the old familiar throng, 
And the Past and Présent meeting, 

Form the river-tide of song. 

Dreams of présent hâve no power, 

And no grandeur like the past ; 
Glory borrows its enchantment 

From the distance it is cast ; 
But the présent is the wizard 

That can break oblivion's seal, 
And the " dead past's dead" unburîéd, 

By a magie word reveal. 

Life bas many hidden currents, 

Like the cave-streams of the earth, 
Flowing deep and strong in secret, 

Ne'er betraying bourne or birth ; 
But the flood in darkness wandering 

With no flower upon its way, 
Has its course 'mong richer treasures 

Than hâve met the blaze of day. 
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Light that sometîmes shînes upon it 

Finds it deep, and pure» and cold ; 
And the starry gleam reflected, 

Leaves no bosom secret told. 
In my spirit's deptbs are hidden 

Treasures gathered from ail life : 
Pearls of tbought» and gold of feeling, 

Moveless with the current's strife. 

In life's livelj panorama, 

Looking for what is to be, 
We forget to note the présent 

Ere the changing phantoms flee ; 
But as douds by tempests driven 

Scatter rain-drops as tbey fly, 
Many golden sands bave fallen 

Where tbey must forever lie. 

In my beart the silver treble 

Of thèse broken notes of song, 
Makes no discord in the mnsic 

As it flows in waves along ; 
For the spirit of my dreaming 

Sings me ail the missing notes» 
And the strain to you so broken 

Perfect to my hearing floats. 
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THE POET'S HARP OF SORROWS. 

Thou hast been silent long, harp of my sorrows, 
I had thought ne'er to touch thy chords again I 

But grief clôsed in the heart such stemness borrows, 
It is relief to waken thy complaio ; 

Ând I hâve yeamed to lay my heart on thee. 

And let its throbbings wake a symphony. 

I hâve a vision in my heart — 

A vision of years long gone by — 
And from almost oblivion start 

A thousand links of memory. 
I sce a dimly smiling band 

Far back upon the stream of time ; 
And friendship's wreath from hand to hand 

Links sunniest flowers of sunny clime. 

I see them faintly thongh so near ; 

I gaze into their smiling eyes ; 
And from their soft warm lips I hear 

The gushing of old mélodies. 
But they are passing ; as I gaze 

The light fades from each smiling brow ; 
Unlike that dream of by-gone days, 

A specter-band glides by me now. 

My eyes are dim with unshed tears 

That bum like fire, but will not flow ; 
My vision hath recalled the years, 

The light-winged, bright-hued long ago. 
I hear the caroling of birds, 

And murmur of a gurgling stream, 
A low sweet laugh, and pleasant words, 

And eyes long closed with brilliance beam. 
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I seem to feel the fragrant breath 

From bright, sweet lips, now pale and cold ; 
And forms corne from the land of death 

To cluster round me as of old. 
And one most fair of that fair band 

Smiles in my face witb her pure eyes. 
And the warm touch of her soft hand 

Thrills me with long-gone ecstasies. 

Art thou too fled ? In my embrace 

I clasp naught but the viewless air ; 
[ gaze not in thy smîlîng face, 

where art thou, my sweet bride, where ? 
Dost call me with thy gentle tone ? 

And yet I can not foUow thee I 
I see thee not — ^I am alone ; 

corne again, sweet bride, to me. 

wai], my harp it was a dream — 
A sweet déception, blessing me. 

And passing as a cloud-rent beam 

Of Sun upon a troubled sea. 
Thy trembling chords may sadly shake, 

My heart-strings qmver like thine own. 
And by their tension soon must break, 

Then breathe for me thy pensive moan. 

Not yet» not yet ; cease not yet, 

Though sad the '* burden of thy song ;" 
The restless spirit soon will set 

That hath disturbed thy chords so long. 
What strains ! never had thy strings 

So much of ravishment as this ; 

1 hear the rustling swoop of wings — 

My bride ! Death, thou comest in bliss ! 
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DARKNESS. 

I BIT in the darkness ail alone 

And list to the night-wind's whispered moan, 

That is not as sad as my spirit's tone, 

Nor any thing else can be ; 
For m this starless, moonless night, 
With not a ray save tbe spirit's light, 
I am musing o'er leaves» some sad, some bright. 

In the book of memory. 

A thoosand dim forms around me glide, 

And circle me in on every side, 

And their présence urges the buming tide 

Of thought upon my soûl. 
A fever is scorching heart and brain. 
And buming in every throbbing vein. 
And sudden thrills of a wild, fierce pain 

Are mocking ail control. 

It is but my troubled dream, I know ; 
But the very darkness seems to glow, 
And the stars to wander to and fro, 
With a red and fiery gleam. 

for a ray of the blessed light, 

To break the gloom of this fearful night. 
And banish this vision from my sight» 
And waken me from my dream. 

1 did not think, when I sat me hère» 

That the night would seem so dark and drear. 
Or the air so full of forms of fear ; 

But I wished to sit and think, 
In the breathless stîllness of the night, 
Of a lofty being;, pure and bright, 
Who had taught my spirit of the might 

Of bis own sovà to drink. 
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And I dared to think that there might be 

In the future's unseen treasury 

A long-craved boon reserved for me, 

The blessed boon of love ! 
But the past came up before mine eyes. 
And I saw in dim succession rise 
A thousand older memories, 

Each one with sadness wove. 

And a shadow o'er my spirit corne. 
And darker grew the midnight gloom, 
And wilder, busief grew the hum 

Of voices from the past ; 
Till I yielded up my hope in fear. 
And shuddered in the darkness drear, 
Too wildly sad to weep a tear — 

To hope it might not last. 

And still I sat when hope was dead. 
And did not dare to raise my head. 
For fear the vision was not âed, 

Until a single star 
Burst from the night-clouds' gloomy masse. 
And broke on my bewildered gaze 
In one intense and glorious blaze, 

And darkness fled afar. 



BEAUTY. 

I HAYE seen a gay, young, volatile créature, 
With a form graceful as Hebe's, and a smile 

Fui] of ail winning witcheries ; and features 
Blended to such pure symmetry, that while 

Tou strove to tell where most of beauty laid, 

The délicate whole mingled in one soft shade, 
With violet eyes, and drooping lids that looked 
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Like a soft pearl-cloud on the sommer tky. 

And fair» smooth brow where puritj seemed booked 
Never to be erased ; and lips that vie 

Wîth the young rosebud, tbat ever and anon 

Parted witb smiles and snatcbes of sweet song ; 
And bair brigbt as a gold-edged cload, tbat bung 

In rippled ringlets round tbe soft» wbite neck, 
And o'er tbe carminé of tbe young cbeek flung 

A ricber glow, sucb as tints from sbadows take. 
A form ail symmetry, witb délicate feet, 

And pretty dimpled bands and rounded arms, 
And motions fuU of grâces, sucb as meet 

To make perfection in one lovely form ; 
And I did love ber tbat sbe was to me 
Tbe. witcbing embodiment of poetry. 

And I knew one of a less lovely face, 

Witb form less fairy-like and beautiful, 
Witb motions not so full of perfect grâce, 

But wbose cbief cbarm was loveliness of soûl I 
Yet sbe toas beautiful ; you sbould bave seen 

Tbe soft eye ligbten, and tbe restless lip, 
Tremulous witb lofty sentiment, and been 

A listener to tbe glowing tboughts tbat leap 
From tbe deep-welling fountains of her beart, 
And watcbed tbe play of feelings ns tbey'd start, 

Bringing tbe éloquent blood to ber fair brow, 
Deep'ning tbe color in ber tell-tale eye, 

And blending ber wbole being in tbe glow 
Tbat wraps ber spirit in sucb ecstasy. 

Tben bad you known wbat 'tis to feel tbe cbarm 
Of ail tbat's beautiful in our fair eartb ; 

For ber mind fed on loveliness, nor form, 
Real nor spiritual, tbat bas its birtb, 

But was familiar to ber délicate eye, 
Until ber spirit became poetry ! 

And her I loved for beauty tbat is given 

To make us less of eartb and more of beaven. 
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ONE OF OUR POETS. 

Oft my fancy draws the picture, and for evermore he seems 
Sitting silent in his chamber, brooding o'er his wondrous dreams ; 
Sitting motîonless and weaving visions in his mighty brain — 
Visions soft, and pure, and glowmg, and with scarce an earthly 

stain — 
Weaving into them his being, ail its pleasures and its pain. 

Coyly through the open casement steals the fragrant air of June, 
Humming to itself the murmur of the woodland's pleasant tune ; 
Lifting up the silken curtain, through which cornes the ruby tinge 
Glowing in the chamber's twilight, toying with the golden fringe» 
Prisoning the wmdow-roses in its tassel-tangled swinge. 

Fitful gleams of yellow sunlight flash across the velvet floor, 
As the breeze in rising gladness lifts the curtain more and more» 
And a smile seems stealing over the dim faces in ihe room, 
'Till the pictured wall looks breathing through the soft and dreamy 

gloom. 
Antique jewels seem to sparkle, and to wave the bending plume. 

Nothing cares the silent dreamer tbat those pictures, old and dim, 
Give more sensé of life and motion to the gazer's eye than him ; 
Little heeds he sun or shadow, pleasant sounds or fragrant air ; 
He is in a world whose visions are a thousand Umes more fair, 
Musing, speechless with cnchantment, on the glorious beauties 
there. 

More and more the curtain flutters, and upon the dreamer's hair 
Falls the crimson glow of sunset, resting in a halo there ; 
On a brow so proud and pensive fitly placed the glory seems — 
Looking like the lingermg radiance borrowed in his land of dreams» 
Broken, as the curtain flutters, into bright and changing gleams. 
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But aoon the sun is setting, and the breeze has died away, 
And tbe oartain and tbe sunbeam cease to quiver and to play, 
And tbe spell so deeply woven round the dreamer seems to part, 
Til] the tide of life cornes rusbing f aster from bis fettered heart, 
And bis own unconscious murmurs wake bim witb a sudden start. 

Hard upon bis fevered ejelids presses be bis trembling band, 
While a troop of wbite-winged visions vanîsb at bis sad comraand ; 
Still be murmurs ligbtly to tbem, whispers to them o*er and o'er, 
A& be paces, in tbe twiligbt, noiselesslj tbe cbamber fiour, 
Murmuring ever, like a river, one same sound, and that Lenore ! 

Talking to bis love in beaven, sbe wbo never leaves bis side, 
Hovering near, a winged spirit, still bis angel and bis bride ; 
Counting ceaselessly tbe boarded treasures of bis memorj's store ; 
Burning out Lis heart in incense at tbe sbrine be loved of jore, 
Haunted by tbe " rare and radiant" maiden of bis beart, Zaïore. 



A DUET. 

MHIIAM BT FRANGES A., AND STDIL BT METTÀ V. FULLBR. 

" There's a strange glow upon tby cbeek to-day, 

And an unnatural luster in tbine eye ; 
And often o'er tby red lip's restless play, 

Tbe mournful tones steal fortb and quivering die. 
Miriam, tby glance dotb startle me as strange, 

Tbere is sucb deep intenseness in its gaze ; 
Surely tby beart batb folt some sudden change — 

Some beavy sorrow on tby spirit lays." 
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" Nay, mark not that the varying tide of thought 

Hath taken, for once, more than its usual glow 
Of eyer-buming sadness : it is tiaaght ; 

Then do not pain thy breast with thouglits of woe. 
True, my cheek burns, but with mère earnestness, 

The force of feelinga in my heàrt untold — 
Thoughts which I cherish not, nor can repress, 

Not of wild sorrow, nor yet calmly cold." 

" Ah, sister ! is this ail ? Thou canst not hide 

The secret sadness wearing life away ; 
The bittemess that in thy heart doth hide, 

Dwelling in its still depths by night and day. 
I tell thee I bave heard thee in thy sleep 

Murmuring strange, mournful words, that ever seem 
So low and yet so wild, they make me weep 

To think thy heart is breaking in thy dream." 

** Do I then murmur in my sleep to thee, 

Betraying the sad fancies in my brain ? 
* Sleep hath its own world' — ^reality 

Thou shouldst not link with its unreal pam. 
Sybil, dear sister, lay thy cheek to mine — 
Talking of grief bas even made me sad ; 
Whisper of love — no o^her love but thine ! 
And talk to me as though you deemed me glad.'^ 

"Ah, my own Miriam ! bas no other love 

No whisper — no unutterable thrill — 
Has thy warm heart, o'er-freighted like the dove, 

With riches of affection, now grown still ? 
Surely the past, the bright, the lovely past, 

Hath dreamy taies of love, and life, and bliss ; 
You do not deem such joys too bright to last — 

Think of those hours and they will brighten this." 

"Talk not oî love/ there's that within my heart 
Whereon it falls os living fîre would fall 
5 
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Upon an unclosed wound ; and memories start 
Fearful as specters from beneath the pall 

Of the unburied deadl no more, no morel 
Never say augbt again to me of bliss, 

Since it is coupled witb tbe empty lore 

Of earth's vain love — away, away witb tbis.'* 

'' Mîriam, busb ! it frigbtens me to mark 

Tbe cbilling stemness of tby tone and look : 
Tbine eye batb grown so clear» and brigbt, and dark, 

Its thrilling glance mine own can bardly brook. 
Speak not tbus» sister; Sybil's love is true» 

And tbere are otbers of strong faitb, and sure ; 
For *mid tbe false of eartb, a very few 

Still keep tbeir trust boly, and bigb, and pure/' 

'< Tbere may be.yet a few, and may it be 

Tby blessed fate to meet tbem in tby life ; 
But / reck not for any, for to me 

AU life is weariness — ^all passion strife. 
Yet place tby band upon my beart and feel 

How wildly rusbes life's impatient tide ; 
But let it cbafe ! it bas no power to steal 

Tbe strengtb away of a yet migbtier pride. 

''Sybil, tby years are few, ancT mine are so, 

Tet bave I leamed wbat yet you bave not known. 
And I pray God tbat you may never know ; 

But tbou didst catcb tbe low, balf-smotbered moan, 
Breatbed by a spirit weary of its cbains — 

Pining in bondage of a scomful will, 
Tbat will not Ibten to its sad complains. 

But stemly cbides, and bids its voice be sUll." 

" Miriam, Miriam 1 bas tbe witbering bligbt 

Of some cbill frost fell on tby beart's sweet flowen, 
Freezîng tbe dew-drop tbat so pure and brigbt 
Nurtured tbebr bloom in tby life's sunny bours ? 
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Has 8ome false band dared thj rich hopes to crush. 
And made the sunlight of thy dreamiog dim ? 

Then every sob of grief and sorrow husb — 
Sybil could feel but scom for such as him." 

Aj, scom for him — but would tbis make tbee love 

Thy blighted life tbe more, that tby proud heart 
Found refuge in disdain? It would but prove 

How deep tbe wound, how fell tbe laden dart 
But DO, I moum not for the love of one. 

But for the shadows of distrust that cling 
To every show of virtue, till the sua 

Of life's sweet hope is darkened by its wing." 

" But is it just or generous thus to think 

The world is naught but frailty and deceit, 
Because one hand hath rudely broke the link 

That bound thy love to him in fetters sweet ? 
My gentle sister, thou should be too true 

To let distrust darken thy sunny way ; 
For still some hand around thy feet wiU strew 

Such flowers of love as fade not in a day." 

" 'Tis well thou thinkest gently of the world» 

But talk no more of its weak faith to me ; 
My heart's sweet dream is broken — ever furled 

My spirit's drooping pinion ; and to be 
A skeptic of earth's eamestness and truth 

Even hath a bitter pleasure ; though so stem 
It seems to thee that the full heart of youth 

Hath laid its treasures in love's crumbling um." 

'* Miriam, my sister, bitterly I grieve 

That thou shouldst throw life's purest gems aûde^ 
And smile in very mockery to ^ve 
Theur richness at the shrine of chilling pride. 
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it is better that our faith and love 

A thousand times were trampled in the dust, 

Than with such calm, cold, throbless bearts to move 
Tbrougb the fab: eartb alone — ^no bope-^no trust." 



THE MIDNIGHT BANNER. 

Onoe upon a nigbt of sorrow, 
Sat I waitmg for the morrow, 
Witb my band upon my forebead. 

And a grief upon my beart ; 
One I loved bad rasbly spoken 
Words by wbiob our bearts are broken- 
Fatal words, of bitter meaning, 

Sucb as forée our soûls apart ; 
And I sat in tearless sorrow 

Till the midnigbt sbould départ. 

Tben, to cool tbe fever buming 
Like a âame my forebead', turning 
To tbe closely-curtained window, 

I bad drawn tbe folds aside ; 
Wben I saw, ail batbed in moonligbt, 
Floating in tbe face of midnigbt, 
Like a robed and wînged spirit, 

A dark banner, long and wide. 
Streaming out upon tbe nigbt-wind 

In its lone and solemn prid«. 

Witb a motion slow and even, 
tJp against tbe starry beaven, 
Floated tbat mysterious banner ; 
Like a proud and moumful soûl. 
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Brooding o*er a sorrow hîdden 
In a heart-cell, whicb, imbidden, 
Human eye may ne'er discover — 

Human love may not console; 
Sadly and in silence mourning 

Fate which nothing can coutrol. 

Like a disembodîed spirît, 

The wan moon was hovering near \t, 

With a face ail dim and pallid, 

Just above the banner's heîght ; 
While it kept its murmuring motion^ 
Like a wave upon the océan. 
Or a sigh within a bosom 

Struggling back from human sight ; 
Heedless of the spirit shedding 

Eound it her caressing light. 

Long I gazed, almost forgetting 
My own grieving and regretting, 
On that dark, mysterious banner, 

Floating on the midnight wind; 
And I borrowed from its seeming 
Thoughts in that strange hour of dreamîng^ 
That hâve left undying tokens 

Of themselves upon my mind ; 
And iny spirit gathered from them 

Knowledge holy and refined. 

Al] the wildness of my madness 
Altered to a calmer sadness — 
XJnder that dim banner marshaled, 

Memory viewed her countless host ; 
And my soûl looked on confessing, 
With a murmured prayer and blessing, 
Each endearing réminiscence 

In the tide of passion lost ; 
And a thrill of hope and gladness 

My tumultuous bosom crossed. 
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Then the banner, like my spirit, 
Ceased to waver, and more near it 
Bode the pale moon» slow descending 

To the chambers of the west ; 
And then for one blissful minute, 
The dark banner held within it 
The pale spirit's lovely vision, 

Like a face within a breast ; 
And I knew by that sweet omen 

I shottld be forgiven and blessed. 



THE COUNTRY ROAD. 

I LOTS to muse along the tracery 
Of a provincial road. The gaudy town, 
With its fuU streets, its busy, care-browed throng, 
May fumish food, ay, ample food for thought ; 
But such reflections as corne o'er us there 
Are feverish and unhealthy. But to me 
There is sweet company in the old trees 
That fling their shadows o'er the sunny way ; 
Whose murmur of innumerable leaves, 
Broken by bursts of joyous harmony, 
From the gay, bright-plumed choir, or by the quick, 
Lôw, musical chattering of the small, 
And many habitants of the old wood — 
To find a fiower, that half-concealed by leaves, 
Had bloomed unseen (so many flowers of life 
Are passed unheeded by, and careless feet 
Trample them in the dust) ; ail thèse hâve tongues, 
That murmur in soft discourse to the heart. 
The yery shadows on the dusty way, 
Changeful and restless, mock the swinging boughs 
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That suit their motion to the fitful breeze, 

And whisper music to the dream-bound soûl* 

But most of ail, I love to notice wfaere 

The feet of other wayfarers hâve fallen. 

Such is the willingness with which we look 

Into the hearts of others, to find out 

The secret of their misery or blîss ; 

That as I gaze upon the brief impress 

Of feet whose owners I hâve never known, 

A shadow of their character will cross 

The vision of my fancy like a truth. 

Deep in the dust, and almost half erased, 

I see the traces of a ponderous shoe ; 

The wearer hath trod heavily ; perhaps 

Burdened with care, as wearied with the toil 

Of tedious miles ; for when the heart beats low 

The blood flows but reluctantly, and life 

Performs its functions wearily, with care. 

But hère, and hère, a little unshod foot 

Hath pressed but lightly, as with smiling eyes 

And bounding heart its infant owner tripped 

Laughing along, perchance to school and books— 

liay be to gather flowers for good grandma — 

Or yet to roam in search of winter stores 

Of brown, delicious nuts. 

And here's a print 
Of a small slippered foot, and just beside 
A larger and a heavier impress. 
And now the mind with fancy's pencil draws 
A picture of a pair, a beautiful pair, 
Of yoimg and love-eyed beings, who, with lips 
Lovely and éloquent, breathe impassioned dreams, 
Fashioned in hearts filled with the loveliest 
And gentlest thoughts, and told in whispered words 
Inspired by scènes as full of love as is 
The countenance of Nature. They hâve talked, 
Confiding in each other, till the chain 
Of subtlest sympathy that binds our hearts 
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Hath linkcd theîrs in blest unisoD, and made 
Life Seem a fairy-land of light and love. 
But tliey are gone ! I now no longer see 
The tracery of their footsteps ; but I go 
Still dreaming on ; and I will bave a world 
Of beautiful images ; and some, perbaps, 
Sad» sad ones, too; but thèse will make tbe beart 
More grateful for its joys, and give a shade 
To tbe too brilliant coloring of its dreams. 



SONGK OF THE EAGLE. 

I'm tbe child of ligbt, yet tbe darkest nigbt 

No terrors batb for me, 
For tbe storm I ride, in a monarcb's pride. 

Or skim o'er tbe beaving sea. 
VVben lowering clouds, like sable sbrouds, 

Wrap tbe eartb in deepest gloom, 
I join tbe surge in tbe funeral dirge, 

O'er tbe sailor's watery tomb. 

And I love to rest on tbe summit crest 

Of tbe proudest mountain's beigbt, 
Wbile tbe clouds below lie like wreatbs of snow, 

Yieîding bomage to my migbt. 
In my pride I go wbere etemal snow 

Has crested tbe mountain's brow. 
And laugb at tbe storm, and tbe blackeneS form 

Of tbe threatening clouds below. 

Mid tbe ligbtning's flash, and tbe tbunder's crash, 

I scream for my own deligbt, 
For I love to bear, so loud and clear, 

My voice ringing out in tbe nigbt 
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Not 80 proud a one ever gazed on the 8un 

As the eagle bird, I trow, 
Stooping to rest on the towering crest 

Of the highest mountain's brow. 

In the pride of a king, with folded wing, 

I gaze on ruined Tyre ; 
By Heaven's decree it was given to me. 

And no power to give is higher. 
From land or sea God hath chosen me, 

And a favored bird am I — 
The gifted of Heaven, to whom power is given 

Over earth, and sea, and «sky. 

I care not for earth, though I had my birth 

On the proudest height she owns ; 
And l'd rather ride o'er old ocean's tide 

Than sit on her rocky thrones. 
But I love the sun, and could I bave won 

A home in its realms of light, 
With a langh of scom from this earth l'd tum. 

And soar to my home in delight. 



AUTUMN. 

AuTUMN breezes now are blowing, 
Groves with rainbow colors glowing, 
Flowers dim and faded growing» 

Fading with the year! 
Louder sounds the rushing river, 
More the forest leaves do quiver, 
Through the boughs the wild winds shiver, 

With a voice of f ear. 
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Wildly sweet is its low moanîng, 
Our sad hearts with rapture toning, 
Every chord its power owning» 

Yielding a soft thrill ; 
Clouds across the sky are straying 
Leaves in whirling eddies playing, 
Birds their farewell notes essaying, 

Making concert shrill. 

Spirits tbrough the earth are gliding» 
In the forest shadows hiding, 
Moumîng for the short abiding 

Of earth's witching bloom : 
Hear them when the daylight endeth, 
When the dusky eve descendeth. 
And her sable pinion blendeth 

AU things into gloom. 

Heed them when the clouds are flying. 
In low, solemn whispers sighing, 
From each little nook replying, 

With a wail of fear : 
List them where the insect hummeth» 
Where the misty sunlight cometh, 
Where the tiny cascade foameth, 

Maidng music clear. 

Boam by wood, or field, or river, 
Everywhere their yoîces quiver, 
With a sweet, low cadence ever, 

Mourning beauty's doom ! 
Silence now more silent seemeth, 
Each bright planet brighter beameth, 
And the young moon colder gleameth 

Through the solemn gloom. 

Now do I go forth communing» 
My wild spirit rapture owning. 
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Thrilling to the whispered moaning 

Of the spirit choir; 
Fountains m mj heart upgushing, 
Dim remembrance o'er me rushing, 
£je and cheek most brightly flushing 

With a welcome fire. 

Did each season bring suoh gladness» 
Eapture so mixed up with sadness, 
Soon would a delicious madness 

Steal my heart away : 
Every leaf with crimson gleaming, 
Is with pensive fancies teeming, 
Bringing dim, unconscious dreaming, 

Bright and brief as they. 



THE DYING POET. 



He knew that he was dying ; day by day 
He felt the silver chords within his bo^om 

Mysteriously but palpably give way, 

And he cared not that death so soon should loose them ; 

For a duU grief was carking in bis breast, 

That while his heart beat would not be at rest. 

There had been flowers in his course at mom, 
But one by one had withered on his way ; 

His heart was heavy, and his feet were tom. 
And yet no close came to his weary day ; 

The night was distant, but he prayed to die 

Before its shadows darkened in his sky. 
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Many had blessed him as he passed them hj, 
And hushed their hearts to listen to fais singîng ; 

And sfaouted bis name upward to tfae sky — 
Roses and gems upon fais patfaway flinging ; 

But fainting fae faad turnéd faim from tfae tfarong, 

Sigfaing fais sorrow to faimself and song. 

Tfaere faad been one to wfaom fais faeart went fortfa 
In fais young manfaood — ^love's free gift, unbidden ; 

But sfae was faîr and frigid as tfae nortfa. 
And tfae wann breatfaings of fais lyre were cfaidden : 

And from tfaat faour it took an altered tone, 

Singîng to Nature and itself alone. 

But now fais course was ended ; and fais gaze 
Watcfaed tfae red sunset fading from tfae sky— 

Tfae last fais eyes migfat look on ; wfaile a maze 
Of faalf-forgotten memories flitted by ; 

A breeze came from tfae sea and stirred fais faair, 

And fancy felt fais motfaer's fingers tfaere. 

Deeper tfae crimson of tfae sunset grew ; 

An old cfaurcfa-tower tfaat loomed against tfae yrest, 
Lifting its pinnacle to tfae far blue, 

Pictured to faim fais own deserted breast, 
Tfaat rent and ruined, let tfae sunset in, 
Gilding in mockery tfae sfaapeless scène. 

How faad fais life been wasted ; fae faad spent 

His youtfa, fais manfaood, ail fais young brigfat years. 

In giving one poor passion its full vent, 

And it rewarded faim witfa faeart-wrung tears, 

Till tfae slow fever sapped fais veins ail dry, 

Nor blood refresfaed fais faeart, nor tears fais eye. 

Tfaen like an old man witfa a century's weigfat 
Bowiug faim to tfae dust, fae laid fais weary facad 
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Upon the arm of death, and waiting sat, 

Wishing the moments of probation fled — 
Wishing his sun of life would fade away, 
With the departing brightness of the day. 

And thus was hushed his heart, and hushed his lyre ; 

Death had o'ercome him with the twilight's shade; 
The altar had consumed with its own fire, 

And perished with the gift upon it laid ; 
The idol was an idol now no more — 
The Poet's love, and grief, and song were o'er. 



JUDAS' REMORSE. 



Pbiests ! take them back, those thirty blood-stained pièces ! 

For which I sold what worlds can not redeem ; 
With every puise my fearful sin increases. 

And my brain throbs as in some fevered dreaoL 
' See thou to that !" ay, ye do well to taunt 

The cursed instrument of your own crime— 
Fiends ! take your bribe — away with it, avaunt I 

Give me a respite, one small hour of time. 

I will go forth to look upon the earth, 

Upon whose face I am so foui a stain. 
And will return no more, for from my birth 

If I hâve lived for this, how worse than vain ! 
Now on the temple's pinnacle I stand. 

And my eye scans the motley gaping crowd, 
Whose murderous deed shall lay this fated land, 

Accursed and blackened, in a bloody shroud. 
6 
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The Master's words — oh, how they haunt me now I 

And bam like coals of vengeance on mj heart ; 
And the word " traitor," branded on my brow, 

From which I never, never more can part 1 
Oh, that I ne'er had seen Him, had ne'er heard 

Those heavenlj accents from His guileless lips ; 
Like hissing firebrands, in my brain each word 

Quenches itself, and of my life-blood sips. 

I knew, I knew such words and deeds belonged 

Bat to the Deity, and to Him alone ! 
But powers of darkness ail around me thronged 

And longed to claim me, as I am, their own. 
Oh, would I were the lowliest thing that lives, 

Even a soulless, a just breathing thing ! 
For what is intellect, that to us gives 

Such power to sin, such fearful suffering brmgs ? 

I dare not ask for pardon ; He hath said 

Wo to the traitor ! and His word fails not ; 
What if I die? When He shall wake the dead, 

Then shall I find I hâve not been forgot. 
They lead Him forth ! Oh, agonizing sight ! 

On His meek head a rugged crown of thoms ; 
But were it gold His brow would dim its light, 

Such the pure majesty thèse wretches scom. 

The royal robe in mockery He wears ; 

They spit upon Him, and they bail Him kingl 
And now, God ! His heavy cross He bears, 

Nor breathes one word for ail His sufifering. 
Why do I live — oh, why behold this scène, 

Whose shade will haunt me through eternity ? 
Oflf, coward fears ! your slave too long IVe been. 

But now I am resolved, and I mil die l 
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THOUGHTS OF THEE. 

As the wild-bird, when the spring-flower 

Cometh back once more, 
Seeketh the same greenwood bower 

It had loved before ; 
So my memory never loseth 

Its sad dream of thee ; 
But my beart around it closeth, 

Fondly, mournfully. 

It doth bide with me forever, 

Waking or asleep — 
Murmuring like some moumful river» 

Low, and wild, and deep. 
Every thing that's good and lovely» 

AU fair things I see. 
Do like hîdden music move me, 

With sad dreams of thee. 

Summer clouds are beautiful, 

And sunny spots in groves ; 
And the gushing of a waterfall 

Hath a melting voice like loye's ; 
And the young moon hath a witchery 

No tongue hath ever told, 
As she looketh down in purity, 

So bright, and fair, and cold. 

But my heart forgets its dreaminess, 

Its once so fréquent thrill ; 
And gazeth upon loveliness 

With puises strangely still. 
I can not tear myself away, 

I can not break the spell ; 
But it doth strengthen day by day, 

Bepulse it as I will. 
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For there was not tfae smallest tfaing 

That was admired by tbee, 
To which my spirit does not cling 

Watchfully, tenderly. 
I sit beneath tbe evening sky. 

And look upon the moon. 
And the fitful breeze cornes flutt'ring by, 

With a low and hoUow tune ; 

And I see our beacon star corne up, 

And rise above the trees. 
And the dew is m the Iris' cap. 

Bat what to me are thèse ? 
I know thou wilt not corne agaîn, 

As was thy wont of old ; 
And I press my baming brow in pain. 

And wish the night were told : 

For the moonlight teems with memory, 

And the stars bum on my sight ; 
And every thing doth talk of thee. 

In the stillness of the night. 
In dreams I sometimes see thy face. 

But notbing kind is there ; 
I meet thy mute, forgetful gaze, 

With still but deep despair. 

The sunlight is too bright for me. 

And pleasant days seem long ; 
Laughter is but a mockery. 

And the voice of happy song. 
I do not weep, but crush my heart, 

That I may seem to be 
Unwounded by the poison dart 

That was prepared for me. 

My spirit walks the earth apart, 
Weary and alone. 
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And Dot a chord in aU my heart» 

But hath a broken tone. 
The chords that once so wildly rung 

To mirth and melody. 
Are silent now, or only strang 

To moumful thooghts of thee 



THE GRAVE OF L. E. L. 

** NoT where aie wUd bee hnnimaâi 
About the mossed headatone ; 
And at midnight the moon cometh 
And looketh down alone.*' 

Tht grave is not befitting one like tliee> 

Sweet but impassioned songstress of the heart ; 
They should hâte laid thee 'neath some spreading tree, 

From ail but wild-wood mélodies apart. 
They should hâve laid thee by some low-voiced river, 

Whose waves would keep for thee a soft complain, 
Murmuring with plaintive, dirge-like voice, forever 

To thy calm rest a wild, pathetic strain. 

The clang of armor never should hâve rung 

Above the mouldering dust of one like thee ; 
Thou couldst not love the trumpet's brazen tongue, 

Who didst find life such bitter mockery ; 
And it was mockery to lay thee there, 

Beneath an Eastem pavement's buming glow, 
With heavy tread of soldiers falling where 

The sacred tear of memory should flow. 

Was thero no one whose délicate sympathy 
Could choose for thee a holier place of rest, 

And o'er the heart once rich with harmony, 

See that the earth and the young wild-flowers prest ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



66 



FOaEBODING* 



We ma^ dow chide the soldier's iron heel 
That stamps relentlessly upon thy grave ; 

But ah, thy living heart did often feel 
More heavy griefs from which we coold not save. 

And thou, whose thème was ever passionate love, 
Whose lyre e'er sounded with a sad complain 

Of unrequited sympathies, that wove 
Thy dearest happiness with thy deepest pain. 

Art sieepmg now where not a flower may spring, 

A leaf may quiver, or a wild bird sing. 



FOREBODING. 

More and more by daily sorrow 
Is the bright veil drawn aside» 

That was wont the sad to-morrow 
From the fair to-day to hide, 

More and more with wild émotion 
Is my spirit tossed and tom ; 

While upon life's troubled océan 
Fearful, shadowy shapes are borne. 

In the future's dim uncertain, 
Gathering clouds obscure the light, 

Hanging like a sable curtain 
Over ail that once was bright. 

Murmurs in my soûl keep sighing 
Like the tempest's rising tone, 

Into solemn silence dying, 
Y/lth a low bewailing moan. 
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Shall this scathîng tempest find me? 

Is ihis shadow but a shade ? 
Pain, and fear, and darkness blind me. 

And my spirit shrinks afraid. 

Backward hâve I looked imploring, 

But the sky is overcast ; 
And the clouds of doubt are lowering 

Even oe'r the sunny past 

How hath sorrow bruised my spirit^ 
Clouded ail my hopes and dreams, 

1^11 no light of gladness near it 
Shines upon its troubled streams. 

Where hath fled the glorious vision 
That enchained my soûl so long; 

Points it now in stem dérision 
To my faded flowers of song ? 

Is there then no résurrection 
Of the spirit's buried strength ? 

Penance dpne, and sad reflection, 
Will restore the boon at length. 

Gloom and sorrow I will banish, 
Tempests shall be overcome ; 

Phantom fears shall ail evanish, 
Ëxiled to their proper tomb. 

If my spirit faint or falter, 

Glorious vision, lend thine aid I 

Thou shalt shine above the altar 
Where my hope and trust are laid. 
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MY LOVE. 

LovB thee? I most ! not the great sea 

Ever beaves upward to the moon 
As mj soûl lifts itself to thee, 

Drawn bj the magie of thine own. 
Mj beart is like a fountain springing 

In shadow of some lonely tree, 
Its constant streams and ceaseless sînging, 

Mormur and flow alone to thee, 

I would I did not love thee so. 

Lest God should desolate the shrine. 
And lay the glorious image low 

So like to His, so like to thine ! 
And could I deem the light that now 

Halos h j being would départ, 
I would unsay my holy vow, 

Thougb it in breaking broke my heart. 

But thou, thou never sure canst be 

.Less of a glory than this bour, 
And my soûl rests relyingly 

On thine, as on a nobler power. 
Day's glorious morn, her holy eve, 

The grand, the beautiful, the bright, 
Each in the soul's existence weave 

New thoughts of thee like rays of light. 

Such love as this will burn till Hfe 

Has darkened in its narrow cell. 
And calmly 'mid the world's fierce strife. 

As sheltered in .some fairy dell. 
I only ask that thou wilt be 

What now thou art, for evermore, 
Peerless, yet bright'ning constantly. 

As soûl refining leaves its ore. 
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HEART-BREATHINGS. 

Am) must we Uius bear on, thus give to pride 
A mastery not its own ; wear a brigbt brow 
Wreathed mth cold smiles that corne not from the hearti 
And clothe our thoughts in language of the mind, 
While the soûl lies a writhing, moaning thing, 
Beneath this calm exterior ? Oh ! must 
A thousand gushing impulses be crushed, 
Ground by the heel of pride, that lifts its brow 
With a false gamish — as the ivy gives 
Freshness to what b fallen in decaj, 
While the heart perishes ? 
O for the privilège which the world grants not» 
To be but what we are ! True, there may pass 
Over our hearts a devastating fire, 
A scorching blast to lay them desolate ; 
But from the ashes of the past may spring 
A stronger blossom, with a deeper glow, 
''Than tinged its earliest flower.'' 

The glancing streama^ 
That play through ail our hearts impulsively, 
May find a deep, broad channel, where their flow, 
Thenceforward will be silent, low, and strong ; 
But oh, must it be hidden ? Then give back 
The storm and lightning — ^let the tempest howl — 
It were far easier than this, to bear* 
The constant wearing of the heart away I 



Digitized by 



Google 



TO 



THE DSAD LOTEB. 



THE DE AD LOVER. 

Ib he ihen dead, God ! and bath he perîshed 

In ail bis brîghtness— stricken back to dust ! 
Tbe bigb imaginings — tbe bopes be cberisbed — 

And my mad love — ^alike an empty trust ? 
It can not, can not be ; look on bis brow ! 

The ligbt of intellect is resting tbere ; 
And tbe calm smile upon bis proud lip now, 

Hatb tbe same sweetness it was wont to wear. 



Oft bave I gazed upon bis manlj face. 

And felt my beart tbrob witb a lofty pride 
To mark tbe same expression I now trace; 

Of bigb, pure tbougbtfulness ; tbe sonYs full tide 
Of still but migbty feelings sbining tbrougb 

Eacb soul-illumined feature ; would not Death, 
Witb bis damp, icy toucb, and bligbting dew, 

Efiface tbe impress witb bis first cold breath ? 

Tet say tbey, *' He is dead!" I may now dare 

To lay my band upon bis kingly brow. 
And smootb tbe masses of bis jetty bair, 

Wbose glossy curls bave never until now 
Tbreaded my trembling fingers ; strange deligbt I 

How my beart burns witbin its prisoning cell I 
And my brain réels, till ail around is night — 

Would 'twere deatb's silent and insidious spell I 

The brief insensibility is past ; 

And deeper tban before tbe ranklîng dart 
Pierces its barbed point ; ob, sball tbis last. 

And life yet linger in tbis beaving beart ? 
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Away, away ! corne ye to tear me hence ? 

If in his life I dared not tell mj love, 
Awed into silence by his éloquence, 

Leave me alone with him, that I may prove 

By my wild grief, how wild, and strong, and deep 

Was the revering love I bore for him ; 
My aching eyes, that bum too much to weep, 

With unshed tears must be forever dim ; 
And this rent heart, tora from its lofty trust, 

Must, sad and strengthless, sink again to earth. 
And, like its idol, mingle with the dust, 

From which it rose in its mysterious birth. 

for a single tone of his deep voice, 
To linger ever quivering on my ear ! 

for one glance of those datk, eamest eyes 

To light the gloom of this now joyless sphère ! 
But thou art still and silent — thou art dead ! 

I feel what death is now — ^voiceless and still ; 
When the bright spirit from the clay is fled — 

And thou art thus — ^motionless, voiceless, chill 1 

And we were to be wedded — I thy bride ; 

And I am thine still, even in the tomb ; 
Though never more triumphant by thy side, 

I feel to my hot cheek the quick blood come. 

1 know our soûls are wedded — ^but to see 
Thy face forever hidden from my sight — 

Never to hear thy voice— oh, agony ! 
Would that my spirit, too, might wing its flight. 
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Had I not known ail that the heart can tell 

Of bliss or sorrow, ère thy love was told, 
Mj heart had broken at thy last farewell — 

Proud, tender, thrilling, yet that seemed so cold. 
But sad regret was ail that I could give — 

Regret, that ail that mîght hâve been my own 
My heart rejected loathingly, to live 

In its mute passion, grieving and alone ; 
And a sharp sorrow for the pang I gave, 
Though it had been thy <' double death'' to save. 

'Twas no new taie that thy lips whispered me ; 

It is the curse of genius thus to steal 
The hearts of many after it, yet be 

Lonely and longing ever ; and to feel 
That though 'tis love we want, the love we win 

Is a poor, eartbly sensé, to which the dream 
We cherish is a heavenly ; and the sin 

Of hollow-heartedness is made to seem 
Ours, and a strange ingratitude, while we 
Crush in our fuU hearts our hushed misery. 

Tet not thus thou : there was a nobleness 

That won me unto thee as friend to friend ; 
And though I could not sufifer thy caress, 

Nor to thy love a joyful listening lend, 
It was a joy sometimes to hear thy tone. 

In its full depth more éloquent than song, 
Blend with the spell of poesy its own. 

And in its soothing cadence flow along, 
While my heart stole the music of the rhyme» 
And beat harmoniously with the sweet chime. 
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Thj praise was pleasant and thy kindness dear, 

And al] was won that can be given, but love ; 
And that was a closed fountain ; not a tear, 

Of ail its old-time fullness would there move 
Tb the wild breath of passion ! ail was still. 

The calm but mocked the tumult in thy soûl, 
And Hope's death brought the agonies that kill ; 

While ail thy manhood struggled for contro), 
My heart was writhing in its bitterness, 
That it could not be loved, and yet loved less. 

And for this we are parted. Each bas lost 

Soinething they prized the highest ; and both feel 
As if their path of fortune had been crossed : 

Thou with thy wound too rankling soon to heal. 
And me with my sad heart made still more sad ; 

But in the hearts of both is a consoling grief, 
A moumfulness more sweet than being glad» 

That could not find in pleasure a relief; 
Tet would I lose my memory of thee» 
To know thy burdened spirit once mqre free. 



LOVE. 



I OAN not love the happy : those who seem 
Never to bave knôwn sorrow, from whose hearts 
Gushes continually the caroling 
Of thoughtless pleasure ; luless it be the joy — 
The glad and innocent mirth of children — 
Bursting in happiness from out pure hearts 
Fresh from the hand of Deity. But man, 
Who bas seen life, beheld its miseries, 
Whose thoughts bave reacbed the compass of ripe yean, 

7 
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LOTE. 



Shottld hâve within his heart a ceaaeless spring 
Of genUe and out-wellhig sympathies ; 
And they should conrse throughout his spirit's being. 
As mountain rivulets traverse the earth — 
Befreshing in their course each drooping flower— 
Renewing beautj in each withered plant — 
And belping everywhere to germinate 
The seeds of virtue. 

And thus would mirth be chaste, and life be joy, 
And ail our wild propensities be checked ; 
And ail our eagemess for gaudy show, 
That so contrasts with pale-cheeked suffering» 
Would die. This would be real happiness I 
And those whom purity makes sensitive 
Would shrink no more, but ivy-Iike entwine 
The tendrils of affection round strong hearts. 
Love is a byword — ^friendship but a name— 
And though we use them, rarely do we think 
How strong, and deep, and thrilling is their power ! 
" God is love !" it is His very essence ; 
And yet the spirit of the Godhead man 
Treats mockingly, and makes a jest of ail 
The gentler and the purer attributes 
Of soûl ! that the spirit of true love, 
Untrammeled, unrestrained, might wander forth, 
Breathing a balm on every bleeding heart — 
Binding up wounds — forgiving injury — 
And by uniting each dissevered link, 
Encircle the great family of man 
In one electric chain of sympathy ! 
Then would our earth again be Paradise, 
And man, though heir to sufifering, yet soothed 
By gentleness and love, would be more chaste — 
Like gold tried by refiners — and more fit 
To win his great inheritance of love. 
And life etemal I 
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NIGHT WHISPERS. 

WHAT a night is this 1 The glorious stars 
With their sweet, solemn gaze, seeming to look' 

Into our very soûls. Gently ! it mars 
The lovely dream if even a word be spoke, 

That cornes not like soft music to the ear, 
Murmured, and low, and makbg haimony 

"With the siill music of that higher sphère — 
So let no diflcord break the melody. 

This is the honr for soul-communion meet ; 

For talkîng of dear loves and holy thîngs ; 
Of thèmes that to the spirit are most sweet. 

And for the full heart's sweet unburdenings. 

1 can almost imagine that my heart 

Hath grown too holy for a sinful thought ; 
So mUch the gentle images that start 
From past and présent with this hour are fraught. 

The past hath memories of the dear dreams 

Of early years— of longings after love — 
Something to fill the heart, to drink its streams 

Of pure and eamest tenderness — inwove 
With visions of the future, which were blent 

Of hope and trust, the trust of our first years, 
Which ne'er retums when once it hath been lent 

To a false faith, to be dissolved in tears. 



That glowing dream is not yet whoUy fled, 
But its fair hues bave taken a deeper dye ; 

As the pale light the twilight stars bave shed, 
Is deepened to full radiance in the sky. 
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NIOHT WHI8PEB8. 



The heart still sadlj longeth, and in vain ; 

For earth is însiifficient to îts love. 
And many a wild and starUing thrill of pain» 

Its too keen sensitiveness still doth prove. 

But tbere is sucb a joy, a joy so sweet— 

So pure a transport in an hour like tbis — 
Wben heart from heart an answering tbrob may meet. 

In union to which silence adds a bliss ; 
When the soft clasp of a caressing hand, ' 

Or the clear glance of an expressive eye, 
Can make the mutual spirit understand 

AU the fine tboughts that in its depths may lie. 

Our pleasures are so sweet that we forget 

That we bave grieved fôr suffering or BÏn, 
And only feel a sad and soft regret 

That ail is not forever thus within. 
O night ! tby solemn beauty fills my soûl 

Witb a deep rapture, not unlike to prayer ; 
Delicious joy, which I would not control, 

And only to be peffect need to share. 

If tbere are hours when the soûl receives 

On its unwritten pages worlds of thought, 
Methinks that now some spirit's spotless leaves 

Full many a bright imagining hatb caught ; 
And many a note of song, the voiceless song 

Of the soûl, mingled witb the viewless choir 
Tbrilling ail nature, and wbose tones belong 

To the great Source that nature doth inspire* 
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SMILES. 

Hays you ne'er feit, when the laugh rang out 
With the meny peal and the echoed shout. 
And the jest flew round with a hearty glee, 
And the bright eye laughed right merrily — 
Hâve you ne'er felt that the shaft of pain 
Was meant to be clothed in that merry strain ? 

And did not the thought, like a magie spell, 

Choke up your voice with your spirit's swell, 

And your tone grow hoarse while you laughed on still, 

Though it fell on your heart with a painful thrill ; 

And you trembled and shrunk like a guilty thing, 

Lest the tears should escape their hidden spring ? 

And a word, a single careless word» 
Fell from the lips that many heard ; 
But you of the hearers alone knew well 
What that careless word was meant to tell ; 
Still you jested on with a hearty glee, 
Though your heart sunk cold and joylessly I 

And there was an eye you feared to meet. 
Lest its glance should sink to the deep retreat 
Of the buming thoughts and scalding tears 
That sear the heart with grief of years, 
And awaken the fountain that must o'erflow, 
Lest it burst the heart with its strength of woe 1 

Far down in the spirit's deep, deep well, 
There was hidden a grief that none might tell ; 
For Uie eye laughed on, and the lip was bright, 
And none might dream of hopeless night 
Whose shadow so heavy and cheerless ail, 
Had wrapt your heart in its gloomy pall. 
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TO A BEAUTIFUL COQUETTE. 



O trust not smiles, for their light may hîde 

A heart where each gushing hope faath died ; 

And guide jour lips, lest the careless jest 

Should sadden a heart that hath long supprest 

Its liarrowing fears with a careless lûr. 

And bound with a smile-wreath the brow of despair. 



TO A BEAUTIFUL COQUETTE. 

Sat on ; if I but hear thy Hps 
Make music with their balmy breatfa, 

It is enough ! I do not ask 

That they revoke their doom of death. 

Tes, I did take the poisoned eup 
From thy fw hand, and madly drink ; 

And now, when I hâve found 'tis death, 
Now, even now, I do not shrink. 

Speak ! tell me that my fevered brain 

Was phrensied when IVe thought thon'st smiled; 
That the sweet hope I nursed so long 

Was ill-begotten — ^Fancy's child. 

Call me thy slave — a fond, mad fool--^ 
Thou'lt say, alas, one moumful truih, 

For I hâve wasted in this dream 
The best of life, the pride of youth. 

Say this, and more, and with the scom 
That suits thee better than thy smile, 

Thy frown, though bitter, can not harm— 
^TÎB m the sweetness lurks the guile I 
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Ay, let thy proud lip wear for me 
The Bcornful cunre it grâces so ; 

The challeDge may perchance call forth 
My slumbering pride — I do not kiiow. 

Yet hardly still can I despise 

The f alsehood that hath been so sweet ; 
Hardly, when thinking on oor past, 

My buming words of scom repeat» 

Yet do I scom thee ; in my soûl 
My nobler nature spums thy art ; 

And though my sensés are enihralled, 
A higher shrine must hâve my heart 

Go, fair enchantress ; not thy brow. 
Or lip, or cheek, or witching grâce» 

Or seemiiig worth, can ever win 
In this changed heart a lasting place. 



SNOWDROPS. 

O TAKE away your snowdrops pale, I can not bear the sight — 
They were woven in our Ada's hair upon her bridai night ; 
And faîrer looked the snowy buds than India's rarest pearls, 
And fairer than them both the brow that beamed beneath her 

curls. 
That lily brow, those tresses dark, O neW so fair a bride 
Hath trembled at the altar-place her chosen one beside ; 
And never heart more pure and fond, a weddmg gift was brought 
Than Ada's in its sidessness, its sweet and eamest thought. 
The snowy robe, and lily brow, and bridai garland pale. 
And dark bright tresses shining through the siiver-woven vail; 
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BNOWOROPS. 



The ddicately tinted cheek, the bright lips' sweet unrest, 
That quîvered ail uncoDScioQsly io the pnlse within her breast ; 
The droopîng eyelid glittering with bright and happy tears-r- 
The memory of that bridai night hath haunted me for years. 

But take away your pale, pale wreath, I can not bear the sîght ; 
I saw it on our Ada's brow upon another night ; 
Anollier night — O if her brow outshone the wreath before, 
Sure nothing earthly matched the white her brow and cheek then 

wore: 
So pallid that the trace ry of the blue, délicate vein 
Upon the temple passed away, with ail its violet stain ; 
Gone was ail light, ail radiance ; with moveless lip and limb 
She listened to the dreadful words they whispered her of him ; 
The husband of her bridehood false ! her frightened soûl seemed 

flown, 
And the pale buds to wreathe a brow above a heart of stone. 
beautifui, most beautiful, but like a marble vase, 
Whence life and perfume both are fled, the beauty of her face ; 
For fearfully and fatally the sudden terror came, 
And quenched her life as would the sea a little incense flame ; 
And standing like a Hindoo girl who sees her lamp expire, 
Her soûl died out as music dies along a breaking lyre. 
That night the wreath that decked the bride was loosened from 

her hair, 
And the dark tresses straitened back with still and révèrent care. 

But sooh again we wove a wreath of buds as white as snow ; 
We could not bear that even the grave should witness to her 

woe; 
We twined them with her braided hair, and placed them on her 

breast. 
And laid her softiy down to sleep in a sweet place of rest ; 
But the&e fair buds bring back the scène, and the two that went 

before, 
Then bring to twine about my brow your snowy wreath no more ; 
For fairer though they be than pearls, I can not bear the sight 
Of snowdrops woven in a wreath since that remembered night. 
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BIRTHDAY OF AUTUMN. 

Earlt awake this mora ! my spirit shook 
DrowsÎDess from its plumes before the birds ; 

And up beside my window with a book, 
I strive to find a magio in tbe words. 

But thougbt claims precedence ; and witb mj eye 
Playing to lore the truant, I look on 

Village and field, and river, wood and sky 
. Juftt bright'ning with the first September sun^. 

Autumn has corne again, the autumn-time 

Ever 80 glorious in our lovely land ; 
And where is there a lovelier ? What clime 

Yields such a wealth of blessings to your hand ? 
But what I love in the autumnal days 

Is their delicious dreaminess, that fills 
The spirit with a mellow, golden haze 

lâke that throughout the atmosphère ; one thriUs,. 

If a leaf flutter on the wayside trees, 

Or insect sudden wind its tiny hom^ 
Or if springs up anon the fitfui breeze, 

Scattering the leaves its idle force had trnn. 
There is a conscious bliss in every thing ; 

The yery shadows deeper, cooler seem^ 
Making us wish that we aside could ffing 

life's waking cares, and lay us down and dneam. 

The sun's rays grown less vertical, hâve now 
The soft gold that the painters imitate ; 

And tones come whispered from each waving bough^ 
Sweeter than- ail that genius oan create i 
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BIRTHDAY OF AUTUMN. 



The low, wild, shivering music of the leaves, 
That move like ripples on a silver sea, 

Sinking and swelling eyer, as it faeaves 
Soft wavering sighs of pensive melody. 

When, too, the yellow-garbed October cornes, 

With breezj days, and grand, wild, moonlight nights ; 
When louder every busy insect hums 

The requiem of its day so short and bright ; 
And when men love the sunshine, not the shade, 

Sitting at noon beneath the leafless vine, 
That in the summer dewy coolness made. 

And bore the flowers that Beauty loved to twine. 

Even the chill November throws sometîmes 

Aside her cloudy mantle, and looks out 
With a warm azuré sky, tempting the chimes 

Of lingering birds and childhood's merry shout. 
But must we close the window ; we can lie 

Snug in our easy chairs, and read or dream, 
Musing how oft the seasons hurry by, 

Leaving us ever farther down life's stream. 

if the autumn of our life came on 

Prepared for winter like the fading year, 
With plenty stored, and summer labor done, 

There would be little in old âge to fear. 
Touth's feverish puises would bave grown more cqld, 

Its dark locks braided with some threads of gray ; 
But the wise heart, like wine that has grown old. 

Gains without losing by the long delay. 
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THE HEART'S REQUIEM. 

" A RBQT7ISM ! and for whom ? 

For beauty in its bloom ? 
For valor fallen — a broken rose or sword ? 

A dirge for king or cbief, 

With pomp of stately grief, 
Banner, and torcb, and waving plume deplored ? 

"Notso! itisnotso!" 

No sounding wail of woe 
Swells to tbe beavens wben buman bearts lie dead ; 

No torcb ligbts up tbe gloom 

Of tbe beart's rayless tomb ; 
No funeral incense o'er its dust is sbed. 

Wild was tbat beart's distress, 

Fierce tbe dark bittemess 
Witb wbicb it bore its beavy griefs untold ; 

Scoming tbe poor relief 

Tbe false world offers grief — 
Disdaining sympatby so false and cold. 

Silent, unwept, alone 

Breatbing into tbe tone 
Of its last long and passionate farewell, 

Wbole treasures of ricb tbougbt, 

Witb tbe soul's fuUness fraugbt, 
Tben dying witb tbe melody's last swell. 

Not tbe loud moumful dirge, 

Sung by tbe ocean's surge, 
Above tbe grave wbere buried tbousands lie, 

Rises to Heaven's bigb tbrone 

Witb more empbatic tone. 
Or witb a note of parer majesty. 
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THB HEAAT'S RfiQUIfiM. 



In one poor human heart 

Thèse thrilling accents start» 
And mingle into music wild and deep ; 

Swelling in one rich strain 

Of earthly joy and pain, 
Then trembling softly» die away to sleep. 

for earth's hapless trust ! 

Its " mingled mind and dust" 
Make with each other such continuai strife ! 

for the hapless faith 

That meets reward in death» 
Mourning the bitter chilliness of life. 

Earthy earth i thy sods hâve pressed 

Lightly on many a breast 
That could not bear its weight of livîng woe ; 

Full many a heart hath corne 

To thy embrace of gloom, 
Blessmg thy coldness to the world's false glow. 

*' One more» then, one more strain 
To earthly joy and {Tain, 

A rich, and deep, and passionate farewell ! 
Pour out each fervent thought 
With fear, hope, trembling fraught, 

Into the note» the last this heart shall swell." 
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"MY SOUL IS DARK." 

EvER down Time's rapid river, 
Toward the dbtaat, dim Foreyer, 
Ceasing not, aod ceasing never-— 

From this mortal shore, 
Is our life forever sliding, 
Gliding stiU, and ever gliding, 
With no pausoi and no abiding, 

1^1 Time's tide is o'er. 

I am sitting in the glimmer 

Of the twilight growing dhnmer» 

As the stars begin to shimmer 

Through the darkenmg blue; 
And my soûl is sad to weeping, 
With the memories 'tis keeping, 
Memories that know no sleeping» 

No nepenthean dew. 

Life's frail bark is onward drîfting, 
Where care's stormy winds are shifting, 
And no cloud of darkness lifting 

Lets the light shine through ; 
Backward do I look with yeaming» 
My sad soûl intensely buming, 
But for me there is no tuming — 

Onward I must go. 

Onward borne, but backward lookmg, 
While my anguished soûl is brooking 
Ail the gentle, sad rebuking 

Of the Pasfs dim face ; 
Forms from memory's shore entreating, 
Beckon me unto their meeting, 
But I can not — farther fleeting 

From each dear embrace. 
8 
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Lo ! the parting distance groweth, 
And the river deeper floweth, 
And the sky no «gnal showeth 

AU is dark and drear; 
Without oar or pilot floating — 
Fearful is such lonely boating, 
Where, unseen^ the ear is noting 

Mighty depths a-near ! 

Hark ! I hear the river's pouring, 
Mingling with the ocean's roaring — 
God ! I lif t to Thee imploring 

My benighted heart; 
Be thou with me on life's river. 
Guide me to the great Forever — 
Light, and Help, and Glory ever, 

Thou my Pharos art 1 



A LETTER. 

I LOOK upon the young moon in the sky, 
And my thoughts image thee ! Hâve you forgot 
That which I told you in the sweet " lang syne," 
When I was young enough to dream of faith 
Kept for a lifetime sacred ? HoUow dream ! 
Ah, then I told you on a happy hour, 
On a night like to this, that while the moon 
Brightened and darkened to my living eyes, 
There was one image should rise when it rose, 
Shine as it shone, and should set darkly never ! 
That was my heart's first vow. My lips had breathed 
Girlhood's "forget-me-not," and "ever-thine," 
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To other ears before ; but 'twas the strain 
The wind awakens passing o'er a lyre — 
The natural melody the young heart yields 
Evea to love's lightest whisper. But there came 
At length a master, with the power to thrill 
The finest chord in ail the spirit^s being. 
Thou wert the master ; and thy hand awoke 
Ail of the slumbering music ia xny soûl — 
The strain whose écho lingers in my heart, 
Besounding through its labyrinths forever. 
But 'tis the écho only that remains ; 
The strain is still forever, and the chords 
Of the soft lyre that thrilled so wildly then, 
Would break in shrinking from the very touch 
That once made such sweet singing. But 'tis past. 
I hâve been sad and happy many times 
Since we togcther hâve e'er wept or smiled ; 
And my heart beats as ever was its wont — 
Slowly and pensively — save now and then, 
When the désire for love grows suddenly strong, 
And ail the slumbering lava of the heart 
Pours itself through the channels of the blood, 
Making thought feverish, and the puises high. 
But this was in my nature, and 'twas this 
Pining for love, and pride of intellect, 
That made thee seem so godlike in my eyes. 
But thou of ail thy glory hast been shom, 
And thy great gifts are nothing to the shame 
Of the mean sin of falsehood. I forget 
The selfish thought that thy deceit wronged me. 
In sorrow for the ruin that was wrought 
In the most perfect beauty of the soûl, 
When the vail parted, and I saw untruth 
Wedded to bright-browed wisdom. 

Let it pass I 
Or I shall make a lecture, which I meant not. 
For I began by talking of the moon. 
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A SCRAP FKOM MT PORTFOLIO. 



Aj, let it pass — ^it is a lesson more ; 
And daily we leara something of the world 
Whicb it is well to know, though learning it 
We tread on tboras where we saw only roses. 
And find an ignis fatuus in a star. 



A SCRAP FROM MY PORTFOLIO. 

Nay, uncurl thy lip of pride> 
Scom not wholly human weakness ; 

Thou shalt leam, when thou art tried, 
More of sin-forgiving meeknes^. 

Is the world's condemning sneer 

Cast upon thy fellow-man ? 
Bravely let thy smile, thy tear, 

Chcer to yirtue if it can. 

Does the frail one pass thee by 
With a bended brow of sadness — 

Frown not> in that heart now lie 
Thoughts that scorcb the brain to madness. 

Life is strong, and hearts are frail — 

In the struggle man may fall ; 
But if aught from us avail, 

Sball we answer not the call ? 

Check thy spirit's wayward scom, 
Wreathe thy lip with smiles of love, 

Bind the heart remorse hath tom, 
And let kindness virtue move. 
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Feel no sfaame that thou hast been 

Gende to the erring one, 
That the soûl once dark with sin 

Faîrer 'neath thj smile hath giown. 



TO ONE WHO BADE ME "GO WIN A NAME.»' 

PoBT ! whose prophétie numbers 

Seem to point me to a name, 
Enow that in my bosom slumbers 

Every puke that wakes to famé. 

Thèmes like mine are not for glory 1 
Thoughts like mine win feeble pndse ; 

Wne is not the cla$sic story, 
Mine are not scholastic lays. 

Not from tome of art or leaming 
Came the spark of sacred fire ; 

But the heart within me buming» 
Formed itself into a lyre. 

And among its frail shreds ever 

Spirit-voices whisper low — 
Spirit-voices which are never 

Echoed in this world below. 

Mînd may be renowned for âges, 

Reason rear her altar high, 
But the heart's more humble pages 

Live unread, and darkened die. 
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MADSLINE. 



I^ke Eolian harp-chords waking 
To eaeh starting of the gale. 

And in some strong tempest breaking 
With a wild and moumfal wail-— 

So the heart-strings thrill and quiver 
To the world's rude borean breath, 

Till the " silver cords" do sever, 
Or are gently loosed by death. 

So, as notes Eolian perish, 
When the breeze has died away, 

Will the soul-strains now I cherish 
Live but only for a day. 



MADELINE. 

I NEYER saw aught like to what thou art — 

A spirit so peculiar in its mould, 
With 80 much wildness, and with yet a part 

Of ail the softer beauties we behold : 
So dark and still at times, thy spirit seeming 

Like waters sheltered from the shining sun, 
Hidden in the dim mantle of its dreaming. 

As if it joyed ail eartfaliness to shun ; 

And yet agoin, emerging from its dream 

Thy soûl shines forth, pellucid as the air ; 
And so lovely and so bright, we deem 

That mortal sprite could never be so fair I 
Thy thoughts in their rare current stilly gliding 

Glimmer so starrily through thy pure eyes, 
Revealing glimpses of the heart*8 wealth hiding 

Within their depths, gem-bedded like the skies. 
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Thy form seems moulded in thy soul's own grâce — 

Adapted to express each subtile thought— 
So fair and lucîd is thy lily face, 

Thy motion with such witchery is fraught 
There is so much in every act of thme, 

That tells thy soûl keepeth an angel guard, 
Their glorious wings do almost seem to shine 

A heavenly halo round their lovely ward. 

Alas ! when I do gaze on thee, my spirit 

Longeth for Paradise, and vaguely dreams, 
Wondering if there itself will not inherit 

Some of such brightness as around thee beams : 
Surely the music, and the unfading flowers, 

And forms of llght that walk the courts of heaven, 
Do fill thy visions in thy musing hours, 

So that to thee their semblance has been given. 



TO EDITH MAY. 



I HAYE not seen thee, Edith May ; they say thy face is fair^- 

But I know thy soûl, that is not seen, and know it high and rare ; 

And I love thee by a sign that's given to every poet soûl — 

That spirit-linking sympathy beyond our own control. 

There is a lyre within my heart as there is one in thine. 

But a plsûntive, low-voiced, murmuring thing is thîs frail lyre of 

mine; 
Not grand, and wild, and proudly toned, yet scoming mirth wîthal, 
Like the harps our fancy hears at times in some old knightly hall ; 
But softly glad and wildly sad, with a thousand nameless strings 
That wake, as doth the rose-leaf wake, to the breath of unseen 

things. 
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Not less for this it echoes ail the tones of highor daHl, 
And trembles most with rapture when another's toueh càQ thrilL 
For this I love thee, Edith May; thy sphit's voice I hear, 
Like the strain of some grand melody resounding in toj ear ; 
And visions rise before my eyes of hosts in armor boQnd, 
And like a voice within a dream, I hear the clarion's soiind ; 
And gorgeous banners broidered o'er with many a dtrange design, 
With bumished lance and wavkg plume, deck out ihe shadowy 

Une — 
Anon the sunset's cnmson cloud is fading o^er the hill, 
And the chieftain's fatewell bugle-note is soonding sad and shrill ; 

And standing on the castle wall I see a lady fair, 
With pallid face, and waving scarf, and unbound raven hair ; 
While winding up the distant hill the long défile hath passed. 
And the lady on the chief she loved hath fondly looked her last. 
AU old-time scènes of war and pomp, of love and mmstrelsy, 
Of kingly sports, and courtly dames, and knightly rivalry ; 
AU by-gone thèmes once wont to stir the blood of princely men, 
Swell my dreaming heart with lofty pride, and the dead past tives 

again; 
And I love thy harp's grand tone that wakes my spirit's high 

romance. 
And praise thee that tiiou hast for thme this rich inheritance. 

I hâve a sister, Edith May, a sister pure and young, 
With a holy heart, and gifted mind, and sweetly éloquent tongue ; 
And to her I bear a feeUng which can hâve no earthly name. 
But our soûls are Unked, our hearts are joined, and our loves are 

aye the same ; 
And a glorious world of dreams hâve we, a rare poetic world, 
Where fancy's restless golden wîhgs are glittering unfurled — 
Where love sits like a household form, a dear, familiar thing, 
And countless fairy visions float forever on the wing ; 
And hère amid the whbpered strains of spirit-minstrelsy, 
I listen with my dreaming soûl for one wQd note from thee. 

I hâve not seen thee, Edith May — ^they caU thy youthful face 
The lovely index of the soûl, its poetry and grâce ; 
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And hlest I deem that thou most be, so gtfted, young, and faîr, 
Yet tliesé alone fill luH the heart if love be wantiog there ; 
For hearts like ours, dear Edith May, need love as do the flowen 
The breath o£ the caressîng wind and heaven's génial showers : 
And I would breathe a prayer to God to bless thy heart's young 

dream. 
But with those peerless gifts of thîne my prayer would idle seem. 
Then fare-thee-well, young poetess ! may not my waiting ear 
List long in vain for that wild strain it loveth most to hear. 



THE^RIVER'S SECRET. 

A LÀDT sought the river's side at night, 

A lovely lady, delicately fair ; 
With eyes and jewels gloriously bright, 

And flowing robe, and flowing sable hahr * 
Fair was the lady beyond poesy, 

Fairer than knight or minstrel ever dreamed ; 
Proud was the lady, as would lady be, 

By ail the land the Queen of Beauty deemed. 

Unto the river's side she came alone, 

That fair proud lady in the hush of night ; 
And kneeling 'neath the stars, began to moan, 

Clasping her forehead with her fingers white ; 
** Oh, Harold, Harold ! comest thou no more, 

Even to moum, where we so oft hâve met ? 
Ah, woe is me, the haughty Isadore, 

When Harold proves the readiest to forget !" 

Thus grieved the lady for her cruelty. 

And called upon her Harold's name with tears ; 

But midnight came and parted silently, 
And yet no Harold soothed the lady's fears. 
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And stiU she mourned, and still ibe sullen river 
RoUed onward, without heeding her complain — 

The coldy dark, ruthless, unrelenting river, 
Wbose bosom held the mystery of her .pain. 

A night agone, a secret had been gîven 

Into its keeping, and it kept it well ; 
No witness was tbere save tbe stars and heaven» 

And what tbe angels see tbey do not telL 
Down, down beneatb tbe flood, upon a pillow 

Of moss-grown rock tbe form of Harold lay ; 
Sleeping as sweetly as Hwere not tbe billow 

Tbat sang to bim, instead of lady gay i 

After a time tbe cold dark river parted. 

And two forms lay beneatb tbe sullen wave ; 
A lovely lady, pale and broken-bearted, 

Had found unconsciously ber lovet's grave. 
And side by side, beneatb tbe darksome river, 

Tbat kept tbeir secret well for evermore, 
Sleep bearts once brave, tbat broke in life's wild fever, 

Tbe noble Harold, and fair Isadore. 

Strange are tbe legends tbat tbe nrinstrels tell 

Of *' faine ladie/' and of knigbt betrayed ; 
But tbe dark river keeps tbeir secret well. 

And none e'er found wbere tbeir deep graves were made ; 
The river, dark and sullen as of yore, 

Told only me tbe fate of Isadore. 
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RESOLUTION. 

RooM, room for the freed spirit ! Let h fling 

Its pinions worn with bondage once more wide. 
And if in earth or air there is a thing 

To stay its soaring, let the heavens chide ! 
Away» the silken bondage of young dreams ; 

No more in gentle dalliance 1*11 lay 
My hand upon my lute, like one who seems 

In half unconscious idleness to play. 

But ail there is in me of living soûl, 

Of high, proud daring, or of mitried trust, 
Shall not be subject longer to control ; 

For my désire is upward, and I must 
Spurn back the fetters of the slothful past 

As a loosed captive tramples on his chain ; 
From now, henceforth, my destmy is cast, 

And what I toill, I surely shall attain. 

Onward and upward ! strengthening in their flight, 

My thoughts must " ail be eagle thoughts,'* nor bond 
Their pinions downward, until on the height 

That nurses Helicon's pure fount I stand. 
Onward, my soûl ! nor either shrink nor tum, 

Be cold to pleasure and be calm to pain ; 
However much the yielding heart may yearn, 

Listen not, listen not, it is in vain 1 

Upward ! " a feêling like the sensé of wings," 

A proud, triumphant feeling buoys me up. 
And my soûl drinks refreshment from the streams 

That fiU forever joy's enchanted cup. 
A glorious sensé of power within me lies, 

A knowledge of my yet untested strength. 
And my impatient spirit only sighs 

For the far goal to be attained at length. 
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TALE OF THE FOREST. 

I KNOW of a spot in our Western woods, 
Where the deep sliadows lie on the nisbing floods, 
Where the foam and the mist are as white as snow 
On the dark brown sides of the rocks below ; 
Where yet deeper down I can see the gleam 
Of the sunshîne broad on the glimmering stream, 
Through arches of green, twined of leaves that shircr 
To the breath of the wmd and the sound of the river. 

There are violets growing there ail the year, 
When the leaves of the forest are dry and sere, 
Fed by the dew that distils ail the day 
From the moist green leaves or the river's spray ; 
And a bird with a soft, wild, silvery note, 
And a sound of grief in its little throat, 
Has chosen the shade for its lonely song — 
To that bird and to me does the place belong. 

There, when the summer was fairest, I made 
At the falling of twilight, a grave — ^and laid 
A heart that was weary forever to rest — 
The heart that had broke in my beating breast ; 
Wrapt and shrouded in mist, and covered in gloom, 
Mourned by the bird and the drooping plume 
Of the evergreen trees that bend o'er the flood, 
I left it to sleep in that wild solitude. 

When the summer hung light on the maple boughs, 

And the birds in the greenwood were singing their vows, 

Came I one sunset and sat where the gleam 

Glanced from the young leaves and fell on the stream ; 

And sitting I heard what my spirit hears yet. 

And the heart that I buried can never foi^et ; 

Holy and solemn the vow that was made — 

Ere summer had ripened the vow was betrayed. 
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Now where the autumn leave» lie on the ground, 
And the dark river flows with a sullen soaod, 
And the whtte cloud of oaist rises up from the gloom 
Like the gho$t that I laid bursting oui of its tomb. 
Corne I ^ch twilight and pillow my bead 
On the dark withered l^aves — ^the grave of the dead. 
And list to the murmur of leaves and of Hver, 
Praying sleep may descend on my eyelids forever. 



INDIAN SUMMER. 

T£LL me, ye whose locks are whiter 

Than the frozen winter snow, 
Tell me if your hearts grew lighter^ 
And your hopes of heaven brighter» 

As the beat of life grew slow ; 
Is there, say, an Indian summer 

After life^s automnal glow ? 

Gentle youtb, and ardent manhood, 
Spring and summer emblem well ; 

Bipened fields and fading greenwood, 

Withered blossoms, pale and wind-strewed, 
Of life's wasting fullness tell ; 

And the bleak and barren winter 
Has in âge its parallel. 

But when ail the freshness faded 
And the wintry cold was near, 

When the locks that once had shaded 

Youthful brows, with gray were braided, 
Were your spirits cold and drear ? 

Or came there a mellow brightness 
Warming life's dull atmosphère ? 
9 
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Tell me» for I dread the healing 
Of the heart above its dead — 

Its dead dreams of hope and feeling. 

And its passionate revealing 
In the bitter tear-drops shed 

Long, and long» by wounded fondncas ■ 
Wounded love that wept and bled. 

Tell me that, though pale and withered, 
AU the flowers of feeling lie ; 

That no frost aboyé has gathered. 

And no icy bound has tethered 
The strong soul's intensitj ; 

Tell me ye can love and suffer, 
Hope and trust yet eamestly. 

Let me think that calm and holy, 
Gently warm and softly light» 

Neither gay nor melancholy, 

Neither sad nor joyous whoUy, 
But ail sweetly still and bright, 

Like a lovely Indian summer, 

Age may corne and bring no blight. 

But if storms must moan and shiver, 
Through life's late autumnal trees, 

God ! I pray thee, though they quîyer 

Life's frail cords for aye and ever, 
With the sharpest agonies, 

Let my soûl remain unaltered, 
My heart keep its sjrmpathies. 

Let life's fever, hot and buming. 
Ail consume me with its flame ; 

Let me die of hopeless yeaming. 

And a grief that knows no tuming 
Feed upon my mortal frame, 

Till it perish with endurance. 

But quench not my spirit's flame 1 
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Softly bright, or wildly glaring, 

Let my soul-fîres ever shine, 
Full of passion high and daring» 
Or the warm, soft radiance wearing 

That îs given for a sign 
That the soûl within is lighted 

At some holy angel-shrine ; 
But let not the senseless coldness 

Of a withered heart be mine. 



THE TALISMAN. 

What would ye give, ye triflers, say, 
Young men and maidens, what would ye 
Bestow to know the mystery 
Of what an angel said to me — 

An angel said to me one day ? 

Ah, dark and heavy was my soûl ! 
Once had it been al] gay and light. 
And fearing not the coming blight, 
Had perched itself on pleasure's height. 

And writ its name on pleasure's scroll. 

But soon, too soon, a change o'ercame 
My spirit, and my heart was broke — 
Was broke and bowed beneath the yoke 
Of grief too sacred to be spoke, 

Yet eating out my soûl like flame. 

Then, to my side an angel stole — 
An angel with bright shining hair. 
And sweet young face divinely fair; — 
Speaking with voice more soft and rare 

Than music's most voluptuous roll. 



J 
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''Peace, peace/' the radiant being spoke; 
And on my hçart's tomultuoas swell 
The oïl of holy stillness fell, 
And calmed it with a sacred spell 

Too sweet and révèrent to be broke. 

** Thj souI is dark/' the angel said ; 
" A land ai shadow round thee lies ; 
And shapes of fear thy sotd surprise, 
From which thou canst not turn thine eyes, 

Lest thou shouldst be pursued with dread. 

** But I will give to thee a light 
Whose beams shall fright the shades away, 
And make for thee a perfect day ; 
That light is love ; and with its ray 

Thy soûl shall shine serenely bright. 

" Love thou thy God — ^thy friend — the world— 
And labor for thy love's true sake ; 
Then shall no gloom thy path o'ertake 
Which thou hast not the power to break ; 

The wings of darkness shall be furled 

''For evermore ; and on thy heart 
The freshness of new joys descend ; 
And with thy hopes a trust shall blend 
That shall not fail thee to the end, 

Though ail life's pleasîng dreams départ 

** Take tho«i the talisman, and go 

Upon the path of life once more ; 

It can not fail thee ;'' and before 

The music of his voice was o'er, 
The angel melted in a glow 

Of golden light along the floor. 
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THE TWENTY-FOUR HOURS. 

ONE. 

Thk spell is perfect ! every charm of night 

Has worked its deep enchantment on the world : 
Slumber, and silence, and the mystic light 

Of the white, ghostly moon ; the bat has forled 
Its flabby wing beneath some yew-tree shade ; 

The owl is silent in its dark retreat ; 
The phantoms of the restless dead are laid. 

And ouphes and fairies stay their tiny feet : 
Each wandering spirit yields it to the spell, 
And for one charméd honr the world sleeps well. 

TWO. 

Down sinks the moon, and up the tempest rises, 

And each meets each on the horizon's verge ; 
The hurrying darkness the late moon surprises. 

And maddened winds the moaning forests sconrge. 
Lingers the red moon yet a little longer, 

Her thin homs piercing through the sable clouds, 
Then disappears — when londer grown and stronger, 

The tempest shrieks, and bursting through its shrouds 
Hurls down its thwiderbolts, looses its lightning, 

Groans through the woodlands, and howls through the waves, 
Air-spirits gladd*ning, and earth-spirits fright'ning, 

Wildly carousing it revels and raves. 

THREB. 

The spirits of the storm hâve spent their wrath, 

The sea but murmurs, and the forests sigh ; 
The clouds are folded back, and the bright path 

That the stars take is seen upon the sky. 
So almost hâve they reached their nîghtly goal ; 

And not far hence their joumey will be done. 
And they hâve passed away from heaven's scrollt 

Or lost themselves in the absorbing sun. 
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FOUR. 

Fewer and fointer the stars grow, and dimmer, 

Darker, and bluer the sky and the Mr ; 
Paler each moment, till hardly a glimmer 

Remains of the starlight that erst was so fair. 
But the edge of the sky in the east is assuming 

The hue of the heron's wing dappled with white ; 
Yet growing each minute more golden and blooming, 

TiU at last — ^yes it is — 'tis Aurora's own light ! 
She has come, and a thousand soft glories attend her, 
To herald the sun in bis raiment of splendor. 



STVE. 

The last bright hue is spent upon the sky, 

In psunting moming's gorgeous blazomy ; 
And lo ! with pennons of each lovely dye 

Flaunting the heavens, and cnmson drapery 
Floating about him, like a kmg of old. 

Cornes the day-monarch — the all-glorious Sun! 
His garb of light girded with zone of gold. 

And ail his bright and kingly vesture on. 
The flowers of earth look up with timid bliss. 
And deeper blush beneath his mommg kiss. 

SIX. 

The thirsty sun is drînking up 
The rwn-dew from the flower-cup ; 
The diamond beads on leaf and stem, 
The pearls of the lily's diadem, 
The gem that's laid in the star-flower's breast, 
The treasures hid 'neath the rose's vest, 
They are melting away : oh ! maiden, wake ! 
Ope your dreamy eyes for this beauty*s sake ! 
Unclose your fragrant lips, whose dye 
With the fairest rose of mom might vie ; 
Corne forth, where every thing is fair. 
And prove yourself the loveliest there, 
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BEYBir. 

Tet looks the morning fair and young, 

Yet floats the rosehue through the air. 
And nameless grâces yet are flung 

On every thing, and everywhere : 
The grâce and radiance of young life, 

A " joy forever " to the seul ; 
A joy with new existence rife. 

And spring and fountain of the whole. 
Youth ! even though it only be 

The morning of the common day, 
Yet holds a spell of power, which we 

May make our charm against decay. 

BIOHT. 

If you pass along the street, 

You shall hear the sound of singing ; 
Patter too of Httle feét. 

On the sunny pavement ringing. 
'Tis the hour of morning sport. 

Ere the bells will chime for school ; 
At the best it is too short — 

Harder play the better rule. 

Long ago the laborer's toil began ; 

Long ago the townsman sought his task ; 
Long ago the busy artisan 

Whistled to his work, with merry mask : 
Now we see what toil and what endeavor, 
Haunt man's footsteps to the grave forever. 

KINE. 

Now the lazy urchin lags and lingers 
Li the shadow of the wayside trees ; 

Tossing pebbles from his careless fingers, 
While his curls are tossed upon the breese. 
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Cornes the prudent matron close behind hîm^ 

On her way to market; shop, or call, 
Quite surprîsed, and full of grief to find him 

Playing truant by the garden wall. 
Ah, his pace from thence is duly quickened, 

To the crowded school-room he must corne, 
Be he e'er so weaiy, or so sickened, 

Of its tedions tasks and ceaseless hum. 
Soon each actor to the part decreed him, 

In the drama of the passing day, 
Unresistmg hastens, and the freedom 

That he sighs for, trafficks for his pay. 
This, because our life was made for labor, 

And its purpose we may not gainsay. 

TEN. 

The Street is now almost deserted, 

Save hère and there a straggling form ; 
He looking, too, quite disconcerted, 

And most uncomfortably warm. 
The shadows of the trees hâve shifted. 

And taken a most dwarfish length ; 
And one indeed must needs be gifted 

Who cheats the sun of half his strength. 
Ah, ten o'clock in midst of summer, 

Was never meant for promenade ; 
And for the ignorant présumer 

This sage remark of mine was made. 

ELEVEN. 

Not much has the sun his manners amended. 

But ardent as ever smiles down on us still ; 
And we can be only surprised and offended, 

While he scorches or melts us with hearty good-will. 
'Tis the way of some people, to make their advances, 

Whether welcome or hateful, forever the same ; 
So *tis useless to take any heed of his glances — 

In good time he'U leaye us, unasked, as he came. 
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TWELVB. 

Ha, ha ; and oh, ho ; dmg-dong, and pell-mell ! 

What wîth girls and with boys ont of school, and the bell, 

And the huny of workmen from labor set free, 

And the meeting, and greetîng, 'tis a great jubilee ! 

Now lies the still, bright noon upon the fields, 

When the green leaves hang moveless in the sun ; 
Even the clover sweet no perfume yields. 

And every fragrance ftdnts beneath the noon. 
Yet is there something glorious in this same 

Meridian quiet, as if pausing hère 
The god of daj looked back the way he came. 

And proudly mused npon his high career ; 
While gathering up his strength to take again 
His tireless pilgrimage o'er heayen's plam. 

Noon in the comitry ! you can hear the shrill 

Cries of the cricket in the parching grass; 
With babble of some ahnost famished rill, 

Inviting yon to tarry ère you pass ; 
And noisy katy-did, that lies perdue 

Beneath some broad green leaf beâde the way 
Striying to tempt you to an interview. 

And make you ask what katy did that day : 
The little stir of insect life alone, 
Breaking the lazy silence of the noon. 



ONE. 

Wends the lab'rer to his toil once more ; 

Hies the care-bound merchant to hk desk ; 
Tums the student to bis weary lore ; 

Lags the dreading urchin to his task. 
Only half of the long day is spent, 

Tet you languish for the distant close ; 
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Fooliàh mortal ! yain yo\ir discontent, 

Vain your weaiy longing for repose ; 
Fill the day with works yo\ir hands hâve wrought ; 
Sweet shall be the rest your toil has brought. 

rwo. 
Vainly are we told we may not slumber : 

The tired scholar nods above his book ; 
little weary children without number 

Lie asleep in eyery curtained nook ; 
Listless belles, fatigued with last night's triâing. 

On soft silken sofas idly pine ; 
While their languid thoughts are busy rifling 

AU myention for some new design — 
Some new fancy for a glove or shoe-tîe, 

Oyer which they muse awhile, then dream ; 
Fancying they hear some riyal's beauty 

Lauded by the beau whom ail esteem 
Quite the lion of the latest season — 
When they're rudely wakened by the treason ! 

Many a grayer person, I am thinking, 

Should we peep, would be caught napping too ; 
'Tis so diflScult to keep from winking, 

At this hour in sommer, as you know : 
Eyen the parson, after haying dinner, 

They really do say, snorcs like a sinner. 

THREB. 

Now comes the breeze up from the sea. 

And dallies with the elm-tree boughs ; 
And with the waving willow tree, 
Gracefully and capricioijsly, 

Coquettes, and sighs its hollow yows. ' 
The locust's glancing leayes are bright 

With sheen they Ve stolen from the sun ; 
And rippling back from shade to light, 
They dance now to, now from the sight, 

like wayes that stars are shining on. 
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A bright face eager peers between 

The lattice wreathed with flowering vines. 
And with a half-impatient mien, 
Has guessed the hours that inteiyene 

Before some joy for which she pines. 
The belle considts with Fahrenheit, 

And lastly with her mirror true ; 
Then steps into the quiet street. 
And gracefuUy her tiny feet 

Présent their owner to the view. 
And ère the honr has passed away, 

Full many a form of " fair and brave** — 
Full many a knight, and lady gay. 
In qnest of pleasure or display, 

Will stalk or trip along the pave. 

FOUR. 

School is closed, and shouts of laughter 

Set the sleepy echoes ringmg ; 
Girlish voices, coming after, 

Mix with sweet and childish singing. 
Happy hearts ! how simple blessings 

Make of joy a flowing measure ! 
By and by, more dear possessings 

Scarce will be to you a pleasure. 
By and by, Time*s envions finger 

Slyly tilts your cup of gladness ! 
Ah, long may the sweetness linger, 

Though ye lose youth's merry madness : 
Laugh and shout — ^yonr cheerful voices 
Many a weary ear rejoices ! 

FIVB. 

Now the wealthy townsman, homeward hieing, 
Clears the look of figures from his brow ; 

WaUdng with grand dignity, and trymg 
To affect an easy smile and bow — 
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Wishing to appear not too much laden 

With the wealtb for which in youth he toiled ; 

Spealdng kmdly to each pretty maîden, 

Stopping to caress each hîs neighbor's child — 

Letting fall sorae little drops of kindness, 

On their youthful hearts in very blindness. 

Pleasant evening ho\ir ! when housebolds gatber 

Ail tben* treasiires round tbe ample board ; 
Bogiqsb pet, and proud and sober fatber, 

Handsome brother, by tbe belles adored ; 
Gentle sister, like a lily-flower, 

Like a tall white lily growing there, 
Queen of ail the rest in her sweet power — 

Reigning by her beauty, unaware : 
Happy bour ! and bappy hearts, that meeting, 
Hear and give love's ever-gentle greeting ! 

SIX. 

Faint grow the shadows that flicker and waver, 

Of the leaves of the vine o'er the green lattice 
Cooler the sea-breeze, and sweeter the flavor 

Of gardens, whose odors are newly up-sprung. 
Gorgeous clouds in the occident floating — 

Rose-hue and purple, and crimson and gold — 
Radiant " arrows of sunset " upshooting, 

Shine round the banners of sunset unrolled. 
Fair was the sun in bis soft moming splendor ; 

Fair in bis brilliant and noon-day array ; 
But ail of their glory conspired, could not render 

Hip présence so dazzlingly, gorgeously gay ! 
Ëarth thou art lovely ! and fair thy adoming, 

Loveliest far of the brides of the sun ; 
Bright are the gifts he bestoweth each moming — 

Glad are bis smiles on bis own chosen one. 

SEVEN. 

The rosy twilight of a summer eve — 
When changing shadows play along the sky. 
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Witb remnants which the sunset glories leave, 

Woyen with fancies of a duskier dye. 
The fair soft twilight, when the maiden steals 

To the deep shadow of some garden tree ; 
And, to the silence her young heart reyeals, 

Breathing her dreams in pleasant rêverie. 
The tender twilight, when the soûl yields up 

Its love and sweetness like a rich perfume, 
Filhng with tendemess — ^as fills the cnp 

Of the night-flowers with dew drawn from their bloom. 
The twilight hour, that stores the poet's heart 

With fine conceptions of ail loveliness ; 
That stirs him with a love from day apart, 

Full of high spiritual thought and holiness. 

EIGHT. 

At léngth the twilight fades away. 

And the warm hues are slowly blent 
With deepening eyening ; and the play 

Of shadows in the orient 
Has ceased, and stars haye corne instead ; 

And OYer ail the robe of night 
Like a rich-jeweled manta's spread — 

So beautifully soft and bright. 
Now seeks the lover his young' bride. 

And with her gazes on the sky ; 
Yet, standing by her beating side, 

Sees more stars in her moist clear eye ; 
And sweeter light on her pure face 

Than in the half-orbed silver moon ; 
And in her twining arms more grâce 

Than in the white-rose branch of June. 
The bliss of young love's rosy dream 

Beneath the summer evening skies, 
Ah, what could purchase ? Not a gleam 

Of the much fabled Paradise — 
Nor promise of an Indian isle, 
Where ever-constant summers smile ! 
10 
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VISIO, 

New beauty adds itself iinto the night 

Sweet music sighs on every wave of air ; 
The heayens are growing more int^isely bright. 

And the clear atmosphère more pttrely fair. 
The weàry student throws his book aside — 

The night is ail too glorions to be spent 
In gaining wisdom from the musty guide 

O'er which his cramped and toilsome mind has bent. 
He must go forth — ail others^ hâve gone forth — 

To leam a lesson from heaven's shining page ; 
One hour of its bright teaching must be worth 

The soulless study of a tedious âge. 
The Sound of voices, and the fitful sigh 

Among the branches of the " low south wind," 
And the calm, radiant beauty of the sky, 

Haye a rare charm to his o'er-toiling mind ; 
And he will wander out, and wander on, 

Forgetful of his books, himself, the world^ 
So has his spirit mto ether flown, 

When in free air her unbound wings unfurled. 
When the gay groups of idlers ail are gone, 
He with the grand, fair night will be alone. 

TES. 

The faltering farewell has been said, 

The lover from his love has parted ; 
And listening to his distant tread, 

She dreams, half happy, haJf sad-hearted^ 
Then sighing seeks her silent room. 

And slowly, with her faînt white fingers, 
Eobs her long tresses of the bloom 

Of pale sweet flowers — ^yet musmg Imgers, 
For he, ère yet he breathed adieu, 

Had twined his fingers with a tress, 
And praised its wavy length anew. 

And begged it îot its lovelîness. 
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Her yery self becomes more dear, 

That she is f air and dear to him ; 
And musmg thus, a single tear 

Falls from her eye, and breaks her dream. 
She starts, and putting back the cnrls 

From her pure forehead, smiles for shame ; 
From her white throat imtwines the pearls. 

And gazmg on them, breathes his name. 
At length, in snowy robe, she kneels. 

And asks of Heaven to bless her love ; 
And to forjgive, if what she feels 

Be not what angels feel above : 
Then rising seeks her couch, to sleep 
Her happy slmnbers, soft and deep. 

ELEYEN. 

The soft air is so full of light, downflowîng 

From ail the lamps above, that like a stream 
Escaped of heaven's radiance, the glowing 

And sweetly blended rays together gleam. 
A kind of listenîng présence, too, seems ghding 

Over and through the earth, that piercing pries 
Into each quiet nook, and seeks the hidmg 

Secrets of ail men out, with curious eyes. 
Between the window-bars of beauty's chamber, 

It enters on the sweetly perfumed air ; 
Touching the fringes of .her eyes with amber. 

And weaving paie gold threads with her soft hair. 
Lying upon her lips, it hears and nimibers 

The times she murmurs in her pensive sleep ; 
And leams the name but uttered in her slumbers. 

And steals the tear, if in her dream she weep. 
It floats abroad, through every crevice darting ; 

Among the dense black shadows stealing in ; 
And if the breeze, in fitful play upstarting, 

Parts but a shade-tree bough, it shoots between. 
The conscious air with viewless life is panting ; 

Mysterious eyes seek nameless mysteries out ; 
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Spirits of elfin power the earth are haunting, 

Silently joining in the fairy bout : 
The hour of ban and spell will soon be bere ; 
Closed be each mortal eye and mortal ear. 

TWELVE. 

The solenrn glory of tbe midnîgbt rests 

Upon tbe mountain tops ; tbe golden ligbt, 
Grown silvery, and intensely pure, invests 

The earth wîth beauty, strangely, grandly bright. 
A touch, as out of heaven, falls upon 

The key-notes of the spîrit, pressing out 
A hymn of awe and sweetness ! as if one, 

An angel hidden in the soûl, should shout, 
" Oh, beautiful ! that sittest on the throne 

Of midnight m the heaven, I worship thee !" 
And the pure spiritual in man mounts up, 

Yet with an humble révérence, solemnly ; 
Expanding and increasing in its scope. 

The lone, pure, queenly midnight, that ensbrines 
God, and the angels in the earthly soûl ; 

Midnight the glorious — ^how fair she shines, 
Writing with jewels on night's dark bhie scroH. 



VISION OF THE POOR. 

'* I HAD a dream that was not ail a dream" — 

I saw the Poor, the sad and struggling Poor, 
Buffeting with the waves of Life's dark stream, 

And anon sinking to rise nevermore. 
I saw ail forms of suffering that corne 

From the unequal fortunes of tbe world ; 
I saw the Book of Death ail w rit 'with doom, 

And saw the victims to their destinies hurled. 
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Theirs is a woful fate ; God help the Poor ! 

Their hands are fettcred, and tbeir hearts are faint ; 
Gaunt Famine and grim Death stand at their door, 

Yet Mercy hears not their weak lips' complaint. 
It is their lot to starve, their doom to die 

Unhelped, unwatched, unwept — let them not groan ! 
No pitying ear is open to their cry ; 

And mute, stern, prayerless, they die alone. 

Want has no form of sorrow I saw not : 

From the meek wretch who uncomplaining dies, 
Leaving his tombless bones to mark the spot,^ 

To him whom want makes mad, and who défies 
Lawgivers and the law to bind his head 

To perish in the dust, but with a stroke 
Of his offending arm obtains his bread, 

And bursts his chain, and tramples on his yoke ; 

From the soft child, new-born, whose little wail, 

Ere it too perished, was the only grief 
The world vouchsafed to her who, faint and frail, 

Had agonized and died without relief, 
To the old man on whom the numbing snows 

Of winter and of âge were falling cold, 
When one fierce night Death added up his woes, 

And ail the old man's years and griefs were told ; 

From the strong, breaking heart of honest pride,^ 

To the mean, willing suppliant for bread, 
I saw Want's victims through my slumber glide, 

And heard the rustle of Death's wings outspread, 
*Ti\\ gradually, as a cloud doth change, 

A change came o'er the créatures of my dream. 
And wild, fantastic shapes, grotesque and strange, 

Made the dark vapor of my vision teem. 

They were ail shades of those who died of want, 
By thousands risen from their nameless graves, 
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Each phantom with the whimsey to recount 
How he on earth was one of Fortuoe's slaves. 

As in one grand kaléidoscope thej passed» 
I saw ail ranks of form and intellect, 

And noble men among the meanest classed, 
Compelled by sorrow to appear abject : 

The scholar with his proud, pale, thoughtful brow, 

The poet with his bright but sunken eye ; 
Artist and statesman — each told why and how 

Among the unhonored dead he came to lie. 
Strange were the taies thèse phantom beings told 

Of lives worn out in struggles against fate, 
Pining for that whose paltry price was gold — 

Yet Gold held destiny subordinate ; 

A proud, stem man, with face of manhood's prime, 

Whose hair was silvered in a single night, 
Had seen his treasures in one hour of time 

Taken forever from his doating sight — 
Wife, children, riches — and his heart gave way-^ 

That high, brave heart, that erst had been so strong. 
And had endured so much ! It could not stay 

This last great agony, and broke ère long ; 

He had been poor in youth, and pace by pace 

Had toiled his way along the steep ascent» 
TiW he had won of men an honored place, 

And love and wealth were with his laurels blent. 
Oft had his spirit fainted — still he tumed 

His eye upon the goal he strove to gain, 
nu that for which his ardent soûl so bumed, 

And more was won, and yet it was in vain ; 

And one — a student with a pale, clear face, 

Through which the soûl within shone like a light. 

And on whose brow yet lingered many a trace 
Of passionate stmggle with the spoiler's migat— 
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Had faltered in the race, and sunk and died 
Unblest in his dim garret by a prayer ; . 

Not even a friend to stand bis bed beside, 
And wipe his brow, or straigbten his dank hair ; 

Frail, délicate girls, upon whose cheeks of snow 

The bright red hectic of consumption bomed 
In strange delusive beauty, while the flow 

Of life grew fainter as each day retumed ; 
Each weary day of ceaseless toil and care, 

And strife for bread that was to eke out time ; 
Oh ! the black darkness of their sick despair 

Shook each pale ghost like^nemory of a crime I 

And men whose lives were spent in night-black mines, 

Who hardly knew the earth was fair or bright, 
Who hardly saw the heaven that o'er it shines. 

Or bathed their haggard faces in its light ; 
And those who searched the ocean's deep for gems, 

Or dragged the rivers for their bedded gold, 
To garnish thrones and brighten diadems, 

Yet wanted food, and covering from the cold ; 

And those who lived beneath the rich man's eye 

In fated Ireland, and yet were not deemed 
Worth the cold charity that let them die, 

Until with dead the common highways teemed ; 
And Ëngland's million slaves who, toiling, weave 

Their very bones and nerves and heart-strings in 
The délicate fabrics that they, dying, leave 

As monuments alone that they hâve been ; 

And the poor wretches, basking in the sun 

Of fair Italia's despot-govemed soi], 
Begging a pittance mean from every one, 

Or taking lawlessly the easiest spoil ; 
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And proud, brave Poland's broken-hearted sons, 
Whose lives were wasted on a foreign shore, 

In exile, bitterness, and want, tbat shuns 
To be confessed, since man the burden bore. 

And there were those whose lives of crime and shame 

Began in want and ended in despaîr ; 
Wild» fierce, balf-demon créatures, whom to name 

Made the world shudder, crouching in their lair ; 
Hunted and hated, dreaded and reviled, 

Outlawed and outcast from the face of earth, 
From friendship and from sympathy exiled, 

Breading their death, and cursing more their birth. 

From motlej groups of women, many came 

Who told the story of their lives with tears ; 
An4 many covered up their brows for shame, 

Shunning the mem'ry of false virtue's sneers. 
Thèse clenched their hands as if the taie awoke 

In their imperfect minds a sensé of wrong, 
Forcing their words as if they feared to choke 

With the émotions they dared not prolong* 

Of ail I saw thèse made my heart most sore, 

80 irretrievable and dark their doom, 
So much existence gave them to déplore. 

And left for light and hope so little room. 
But the whole scène was sad enough, God knows ! 

Though mixed with fancies foreign and grotesque ; 
And deep enough and true enough its woes, 

Even relieved with something of burlesque. 

Ail, ail had suffered ; every wretched heart 
Had throbbed with agony, and broke, or changed ; 

Had borne for virtue's sake oppression's smart, 
And struggling died, or lived to be estranged. 
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Sorrow and want and scorn had been tbe gifts 
Existence brougbt ; a weary, galling weigbt, 

Tbat Deatb bad rid tbem of— kind Deatb, wbo lifts 
Tbe poor man's burden wben it is too late. 

Alas ! man's cbarity is oft like Deatb's : 

It cornes wben ail is past tbat can be borne. 
And to our dying sensés tben bequeatbs 

Wbat migbt bave saved our bearts, ère so mucb tom. 
None leam but tbose wbo suffer, wbat it is 

To bear witb bope deferred, to watcb and wait» 
Ànd bang for days, wéeks, montbs upon tbe abyss 

Of bopeless, ruinous, unrelenting fate. 

My dream, tbank Heaven ! is past ; but I bave seen 

More tban its counterpart witb waking eyes ; 
And many a mournful trutb tbe beart may glean, 

Tbat feels and tbinks, wbicb often haply lies 
Too deep for careless and unbeeding sigbt; 

Yet undisguised, would barrow up a woe. 
And sbow tbat drops are sbed from rocks we smite^ 

More bitter tban at Marab's fount did flow 



CROZAT'S DAUGHTER. 

[dEDICATED to CHARLES GATARRB.] 

Oh ! sbe lies in queenly bower, and ber coucb is soft and silken, 
And ber maidens stand around ber grouped to wait her sligbtest 
word ; 

Ob ! sbe lies like any princess upon perfumed mattress, milken- 
Wbite, of 'broidered silks of India looms, tbe fairest e'er preferred. 
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Oh, rîght regally and daintily the lady*8 bower is furnished. 

And right faitlifully and watchfullj the ladj's self b terided ; 
But God help her ! what cares she how her bower is kept and 
garnished, , ' 

Or what sees she that her maîdens stand with eyes upon her 
bended*» 



Heard she not, or did she dream ît, in swoon she se long lay in, 

That the young Duke Louis Gascon was betroAed by bis 
mother ? 
Ah, she knows not — and she dares not ask even her favorite 
maiden, 

For her sacred secret never shall be given to another. 
So she closeth her faint eyelids and shuts in the painful vision — 

Shuts it in her inmost soûl of soûls, and bides it there alone ; 
Shrinking fearfully and fdl of shame from her own pride's dérision, 

And enduring ail the agony she striveth to disown. 

Oh! you should hâve seen the struggle! why, her face looked 
barder, whitér 
Than a block of sculptured marble — and as motionless it was ! 
And her hands, save that they seemed to strain and clasp each 
other tighter, 
Had the frozen and the stony look by which death's seeming 
awes. 
So not even the raiment rustled o'er the penthouse of her sighing — 
O'er the bosom that was holding such a boundless world of woe ; 
So she looked as though a statue — a rare statue — had been lying 
In her place, to cheat the lookers on, her life made such small 
show. 



And that only the dark lashes on her cheek were black as ever. 
And the tresses, lying blackly on the pillow, just the same, 

You would think thé mould of beauty on the silken couch had 
never 
Smiled a smile, or sighed a sorrow, or had borne a living name. 
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Thus she lay, so feir and rigid, with her maidens weeping round 

Thus she lay, so still and pallid, when a low, appalling cry, 
Such as men hâve sèldôm uttered» broke in part the spell that 
bound her» 
And a father's sorrow won from her an audible, faint sigh. 

•*Oh, my daughter !*' çried the father ; " oh, my darling — ^my 
Lorenzia! 
Who hath slain thee ? What hath harmed thee ? Ah, that thou 
shouidst die and leave me !" 
Then a few slow tears came stealing down his cheeks and cooled 
his phrensy ; 
Still he whispered 'twixt his anguish, ** Grave restore her, or 
receive me ;" 
Till his sorrow seemed to give her strength, and she looked up, 
essaying 
Such a faint, slow, sad, and flickering smile, more touching than 
mère pain, 
That her father's heart was broken yet once more, and without 
staying, 
AU the fountsdns of his tears run o'er in hot and sudden rain. 

Yet he wept not long — 'twas not his mood — ^hîs was a différent 
mould ; 

And this the only spell by which his soûl could e'er be shaken ; 
For to ail besides his daughter was his bearing proud and cold. 

And men knew no other thème his softne^s could awaken. 
So ail calmly soon he turned him to the maidens round him waiting. 

And inquired of them still calmly how their mistress had come 

ill; 

And they then — ^the favorite foremost— quick began the taie by 
stating, > 

Between sobs and lamentations she had not the power to still, 

That as she was gayly chatting, at her mistress' feet reclining, 
Stringing pearls to braid that evening in the tresses of her hàir, 

She bethought her of a rumor of the duke, which she divining 
Would engage her mistress' hearing — being always well aware 
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How they fondly loved eacli other as a sister and a brother — 
And the rumor was, that Louis was betrothed the d^y before . 

To a very lovely lady, chosen for him by his mother : 

Hère, she said, '' down dropped her mîstress, and lay prone upon 
the floor." 

Tben she went on to «ay further, how they rais^ her up, and laid 
her 
On her couch, and summoned leeches^ and how long she lay in 
swoon ; 
And how, when they found hér living, the physician's potion made 
her 
To lie in a deathlike stupor since before the stroke of noon. 
But enough had now been told him, and he tumed and bent once 
lowly 
O'er the pillow of his darling, till his lips had touched her 
brow; 
Then went straightway out in silence, looking grave and treading 
slowly : 
On that moment he had taken before God a solemn vow ! 

On that same night, by the river, a young noble walked in sorrow, 

Cursing bitterly the destiny for which he had been born ; 
Cursing, too, the young Duke Gascon, who, before the world, to- 
morrow 
Would espouse, in first betrothal, the sweet Countess Delaimom. 
ffis beloved — his otm heart's idol — she whose soûl, so true and 
tender, 
Long ago to him was given — they would sell her hand for gold ! 
Oh ! he cursed the wretohed barter ! and swore wildly to défend 
her 
With his good sword at the altar — ^but he would not see her 
sold! 

Thus he raved, upbraiding Heaven — and his ancestors upbraiding, 
That the scion of their princely house was heir of wealth so 
Inean; 

That he — ^a duke, too — must endure a grievance so degrading 
As that an equal should intrude he and his love between. 
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Thus be fretted hîs saul vainly, on the rocks of hard misfortune— - 
Thus he lashed his foaming àpirit, till it seethed like any sea ; 

Till one treading soft behind him,.gently spoke, "Let me impor- 
tune 
You, sir duke, to speak more calmly, and witb some less energy." 

"Ha ! a listener ! who are yqu» sir, ibat hâve dared to track me 
hither, 

Or presumed to give me counsel as to what way I should speak ?'' 
** You hâve misbonstrued my manner, sir," the stranger said, " and 
neither 

Can I tell you my name or title ; but your audience I seek, 
On a matter of some moment to us both — ^to you more truly — 

And I pray you do not check me by a word till I bave done ; 
For my time is very precious, and I bave arrived but newly, 

And must be upon my homeward way before to-morrow sun. 

" Here's a debt I owed your father — sums extorted in the trouble 

Of the civil wars that ruined many a bouse of noble blood ; 
Hère, I make you restitution ; it were well if it were double. 

As it is, there are some millions ; may they do you service good !" 
Then the gold he paid down quickly, while his auditor stood gazing, 

Like one spellbound, on tbis magie wealth, and on this strange 
magician — 
Gazing eagerly, yet deeming that the princely jewels blazîng 

In his grasp were but a dream, and not his wisbes' full fruition. 

So before his thanks were uttered, or his stupor wholly banished, 

In such silence as he came to him the stranger hurried thence. 
And the noble's grateful blessing was not spoken ère had vanished 
Every trace of bow his sudden wealth had come, or even whence. 
"Oh ! my brain, if you bave mocked me — oh ! my soûl, if you are 
dreaming— 
Never let me waken, Heaven ! let the happy madness last ; 
Let my glittering fancies fool me, for I swear thiâ présent seeming 
, Is a glory and a triumph to the anguish of the past !" 
11 
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Some hours later on that evening, Crozat sat beside the pillow 

Of his child, now deeply sleeping in her beauty, still and pale ; 
But his features were grown softer — there W€t8 oil upon the billow, 

And a fiât had gone forth to still the fury of the gale. 
He had saved a fragile vessel, with its fine and costly burden, 

And he hoped in time to trust her freight again upon the sea ; 
And what matter that it cost him dear ! her safety was the guerdon 

He had asked, and ail he cared for ; and the purchase had béen 
free. 



But the stain upon his conscience not the end attaîned could alter ; 

In the price he purposed giving was his honor not included ; 
From the truth he would not vary — in the right he could not 
falter, 
And the bidding of his manly soûl was not to be eluded. 
And still, not quite the time had corne for priest or for confession. 

And until it came, his life of lives hung by a single hair — 
His daughter's life, more dear than his — oh, dear beyond expres- 
sion ; 
For the world, with ail its treasures, with his one could not com- 
pare. 



Thus, with love and pride at warfare— with his noble soûl attunted 
Of a treason 'gainst the son of him who was his earliest friend — 
Mused the merchant-noble, on whose mind one only scène was 
painted. 
And that scène his daughter's death, which he was stnvmg to 
forefend. 
So no sleep came to his eyelids — ^through the long night slowly 
pacing 
0*er and o'er the velvet carpet, watched he how his darling 
rested ; 
Watched her breath, and watched her puises, and the shadows 
that kept chasing 
Through her soûl, disturbed by visions on her changing face 
attested. 
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But the mûrning brought requital ; it was whispered in the palace 
That Duke Gascon had been slighted by the Countess Delai- 
morn ; 
Ând though some refused it credence, saying 'twas a taie of 
malice, 
One, who kept the secret, knew full well the meaning of her 
scorn. 
Oh! he blessed the power of gold, that buys the miser's late 
relenting ; 
Oh ! he praised the good king Mammon that he had such wor- 
thy slaves ; 
Oh ! he thanked the Countess Delaimorn for her so firm dissent- 
ing— 
And he prayed, " Heaven send the rival duke the triumph that 
he craves." 



And his prayer was answered, truly ! for a week had but departed 

Ere the lily-handed Delaimorn took other rank and name ; 
And the young Duke Louis Gascon hardly seemed the less light- 
hearted 
That he had been made the loser in this sort of high-bred game. 
And the Crozat's drooping flower — oh, she tried to smile so 
brightly, 
And to speak so gay, wbile secretly her heart was slowly break- 

But the father's eye was faithful, and he guessed her trouble 
rightly — 
And he swore again the solemn vow which there was no for- 
saking ! 



Crozat stood before the duchess — ^his confession saîd and ended — 
AU the wrong which he had doue her in the well-contrived 
frustration 

Of the marriage of Duke Louis, with his daughter's story blended. 
And he waited for her answer in unwonted trépidation ; 
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For his heart could not but quaS to tbink the answer that mi^ht 

foUow, 

And his father's love could not but hope she would accept his 

offer — 

For who that longs with ail his soûl believes his hopes are hoUow ? 

Or who that thought to be refused, his daughter's hand would 

.9 



Listen, Crozat ! for she speaketh, and her voice is the completenes3 

Of ail softness and smooth accent, ail delightful modulation ; 
And jour doom, though she should doom you, being spoken m 
such sweetness, 
Would be soothed of half its sorrow by this honeyed intonation. 
Oh, the bittemess of scorn concealed ! it stingeth like an adder ; 
Oh ! the canker of a wound that's hid beneath the balm of 
flowers ! 
Why, the very choice she took of words but made his soûl the 
madder. 
And the agony of her mild speech taxed ail his manliest pow- 
ers. 

"I forgive you/' spoke the duchess; "I forgive you, noble 
Crozat, 

Knowing the feelings which a parent entertaineth for his child. 
And commend them ; and doubt not but your motives hâve been 
those that 

In a court of the affections would be légal ;" hère she smiled. 
" And as I hâve bred Lorenzia up, and loved her as a daughter, 

So I still do think the child my own to cherish and to love ; 
And for beauty and for sweetness hâve I truly ever thought her 

Incomparable, though less like earth than like saints above. 

''But, friend Crozat, with our race is blent no blood except the 
highest ; 
Every branch, for âge on âge, has been nobly sprung and grafted, 
Never losing aught of royalty, but ever keeping nighest 
To the throne, and to the scepter, which indeed our unclea 
wafted. 
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In the historiés of nations will you find our names recorded, 
Goîng back in kingly pedigree, a proud, distinguished race ; 

To whose faithful aristocracy this honor was awarded, 

To be first in glory, first in famé, and first in wealth and place. 

" Not that I would say our blood in aught is différent from your 
own, 

Or that a peasant's son may not be nobler that a king's ; 334 
For virtue makes the serf a king, and vice dégrades a throne ; 

Yet there is a certain pride of power a use of power brings ; 
Nor that we are happy — ^for such cares on our position wait, 

We hâve no choice where hearts are played, and only play our 
hands ; 
We are not horn to liappiness, but only to be preat. 

And on our greatness' highest point our altar of hope stands. 

'' If I chose to hâve my son forsake his birthright and his duty 

(For it is his duty now to keep our princely famé unspotted), 
And give his soûl, like other men, to worship of mère beauty, 

Your daughter surely were the one of ail the world allotted. 
But he must wed with one whose name will live like ours in story, 

Who can confer, as he confers, a world- wide réputation ; 
Whose family mark history's page with deeds of fadeless glory. 

And who control, as we hâve done, the interests of a nation. 

" Yet, if " — and hère she smiled again, as if her fancy needed 

Excuse for being so wild a one — "yet if, like the Medici, 
You had so risen, by giant strides, that princes had conceded 

Your right to rule among their powers, truly I might say this, I 
No longer, seeing your daughter's love, could hold your suit as 
idle; 
Yet think that now 'twere far more wise to check this bud of 
feeling. 
And by ail gentle arts and means its froward strength to bridle — 
Believiog that thèse now fresh wounds will soon be safely heal- 
mg. 
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Then rising up with statelj grâce, she friendlily extended 

Her jeweled hand, which Crozat kissed, and silently departed. 
But oh ! ihe war of thoughts that in his wounded soûl contended, 

And oh, the wild, wild hopes that then into existence started ! 
Did she not say, if he had won a kingly place and power ? 

And could he not, apd would he not ? Ah, in that western world, 
So boundless and so glorious, should be his daughter's dower : 

And kingdoms, crowns, and scepters through his princely visions 
whirled. 

A name on the historié page ! oh, would not nations tell it, 

That he, a peasant, had arisen to rule with hîghbom kings ? 
And will not France take up the thème, and be most proud to 
swell it, 

When he, her régent, to her arms such fair possessions brings ? 
" It shall be done !" he swore the oath deep in his inmost heart : 

" A prince l'il be, o*er such a wide and beautiful domain, 
That France shall be but as a speck, a small deciduous part, 

Which I, a monarch, can shake off, whene'er I choose to reîgn." 

And then the tears — ^the slow, great tears which manhood seldom 
sheds, 

Swelled upward from his bursting heart into his buming eyes, 
Till ail his soûl gave way ; and as a fire enkindled spreads, 

Darted the arrows through his frame of nameless agonies. 
This for his daughter — ^how should he teach her to bear this scom- 

ing— 
How hide her from its blightbg breath, or save her from de- 
spaîr ? 
How keep that flower, as frail and fair as the wild-rose of momîng, 
From withering ère his noon of hope, in pity's stiûing air ? 



Oh, how hope deferred destroyeth the eye's brightness ! how it 
stealeth 

From the lip its hue of coral, from the cheek its sea-shell pink ; 
Oh, how hardly with the youthful heart the hand of sorrow dealeth, 

And how surely, like a stranded ship, the broken heart will sink I 
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On a couch, nor soft, nor silken, lies the mercbant-noble's daughter ; 

Hard and cold the bed they give her, hard and cold, and snowy 

wbite; 

And she chides not, and sbe weeps not, that to tbis ber maids 

bave brougbt ber, 

But sbe lietb still and patient tbrougb tbe long and woful nîgbt 

Ibère are many waxen tapers burning in tbe lady's cbamber» 

And the censers smoke witb incense that sbe ever loved tbe best ; 
And a trembling band upon ber breast batb laid a cross of amber» 

To dénote our sin and soirow ; still sbe showeth no unrest ! 
Sbe was ever sweet and patient, and tbis seemetb bat tbe meek* 
ness 
Of ber crushed and broken spirit, bearing deatb witbout com- 
plaint ; 
For sbe looks but as sbe ever looked in pain-embittered weakness — 
Tbe same sweet gbost of wasted youtb — ^tbe same balf-eartbly 
saint ! 

Ab, to see ber thus, so fair and still, calls tears of easy sbedding, 

And our eyes run o'er witb gentle grief, that passetb soon to 
smiling ; 
But ob ! there is another grief we look upon witb dreading, 

And which, once seen, from memory there is no more exilmg : 
A noble man — a proud, bigh man, wbose years are yet unfaded, 

Wbo standeth like a giant tree to guard a tender Âower — 
To see him fade, as perisbeth tbe fra^e plant be shaded. 

And grow a gray and bent old man, down-stricken in an bour ! 

Ob, long bad Crozat toiled and striven, witb ùAe bis toil oppos- 
ing; 
Long bad be pampered bis wild hopes boldly against despair- 

But day by day, and montb by montb, bis failures were disclos- 
ing, 
And time, which wore so fast witb bun, bis last of hopes was 
wearing. 
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** God !" he said, " forget my vow, my vow of sinful wrath, 
When mad with pain and stinging pride I swore to be a king ; 

Oh ! save my child — my angel child — the starlight of my path, 
And take for sacrifice ail else to which my passions cling. 

** Heaven !" he cried, " take not again my heart's most sncred 
treasure ; 
Thou hast my youth's dear idol now among thy angel throng ; 
Forgive me, Heaven, if in her child IVe had too proud a pleasure, 
And leave me yet a little while this love than death more 
strong." 
But ah ! the reed was broken, and the soûl that leaned upon it 

Fell and rose not, but lay stricken by an infinité despair ; 
And the tomb of Crozat's daughter bears the simple story on it 
Of two hearts — ^both by love broken— child's and parent's, 
mouldering there! 



KEATS. 

The tall arched Windows were flung open wide 
To the cool night breeze. Not a shadow hung 
Between the world without and he within — 
It would hâve stifled him, his soûl so gasped 
And struggled for more breath — for room to be ! 
And with uneven steps treading in haste 
Across the floor with moonlight carpeted, 
He flung his arms out wildly, as if he 
Wx>uld part the air pressing too hard around. 
As if even space were palpable to him. 
And weighed upon his spirit with a might 
That crushed his soûl like iron. Ail the while 
The big drops of his anguish stood out thick 
Upon his pale, broad forehead ; and his lips 
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Were witfaered with convulsions ; and hts mouth 

Was circled by a rim of ghastly white, 

Like that about his eyes, betokenin]^ 

How well-nigh had the struggle worn bim oùt. 

He walked and mnttered to bimself, and raade 

AU passionate gestures forced by agony, 

Till his fîrst strength was spent, then flung bim. down,. 

And wept as wôman weeps — a flood of tears. 

Heaven sent us tears ! How would the weak survive 

When their great sorrows crush them, if their grief 

Were softened by no weeping? Oh, thank God, 

Who gives us tears for sôrrow's medicine. 

And by and by he rose upright, and stood 
Once more in the full moonlight, pale and stiU, 
A statue of sweet sorrow : his short curls 
Dank and disheveled on his youthful brow ; 
And his eyes bright with moisture, and the light 
Of an unquenchable spirit.. Proudly thus, . 
With a half-conquered anguish at his heart» 
He gave his sorrow vocal utterance : 

What am I ? a poet only, 

A poor poet little gifted ; 
Yet this créature, low and lonely, 

Once his passionate eyes hath lifted 
In a love too fond and danng :. 

And for this great sin, O Heaven». 
Be his punishment unsparing — 

Be his foui heart stung and riven 1 

And this poet is ambitions — 
Singing his own songs at pleasure — 

Therefore for this wrong malicious, 
The world hâtes bim Vithout measure. 

O just world ! O tender woman! 
Would my heart like yaurs were iron ! 
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But becanse God made it human, 
AU thèse woes its way environ. 

Slighted love ! and slighted labor ! 

Man who in dull faatred passetb 
Unjust judgment on his neigbbor, 

S()rrow for himself amasseth. 
And in turn is scorned and hunted ; 

But who breaks by many braises 
The proud heart to kindness wonted, 

Enows his jest the world amuses. 

Let me live to brook their smiling — 

God ! oh, let me live and strengthen ; 
I can bear their cold reviling, 

Bear ail, if my day thou lengthen. 
AU, I said — and yet my spirit 

Fainteth at one buming vision — 
One wild dream still hàunting near it, 

Sweet with love, mad with dérision. 

O she looked an angel shining 

On me through her golden haïr : 
Her sweet eyes seemed aye divining 

Some new beauty everywhere : 
Smiling out so soft and kindly 

On whate'er she looked upon ; 
Yet my soui but saw her blindly, 

As if she had been the sun. 

O the poet pines for beauty» 

Tet he should not dare approach it! 
Far-off worship is hiè duty : 

E^en the idol would reproach it» 
Were his wild dévotion nearer; 

Oftener for thé brainless rover 
Is reserved tl^t other, dearer 

Bight to be the loved and lover. 
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Seeing her thus, why should I love her ? 

O it is that fatal sweetness. 
Round about her and above her — 

'Tis her beauty's full completeness 
That for evermore deceives me, 

Seeming like a soûl outshining ; 
And this falsehood never leaves me. 

But my fond soûl still keeps pinmg. 

O God! I am*all unworthy, 

Heart and mind are spent and wasted ; 
And this struggle with the earthy 

Soûls of men, my life hath blasted. 
But l'U nerve me up to bear it — 

Be a man with men contending ; 
Hug the mortal while I wear it, 

And hope for a speedy endmg. 



In Rome are many ruins, and men corne 
To weep in pious sorraw o'er an arch 

Fallen in fragments — to bewail the doom 
Of broken marble» and to chide the maroh 

Of pitiless time, who yearly covers o'er 
^With dust and ivy some affecting show 

Of the decay of greatness — to déplore 
A costly edifice's overthrow. 

And some, a few, do rouse up the dead past, 

And talk sublimely to the aneient ghosts 
Of Cicero and Caesar, with a rast 

Amount of fancy which deserves their boasts. 
The past is a great stndy — ^tt is well ! 

Man should look backward to know where he is: 
Then let the pilgrim court the awful speU — 

A pensive, salutary joy is his. 
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But, O young poet, stay npon jour round, 
Tour wandering feet beside a brother's tomb. 

And gîrd your spirit up for slight and wound. 
Lest, like the sleeper's, your soûl sink.in gloom. 

A broken heart ! ah, 'tb a bitter tbîng 
To know the gentle in the world must die ; 

That man mu«t steel bis heart by force to wring 
From bis unfeeling fellow equity. 
Or perish, name and famé, in calumny. 

Each blessing bas its bane, and thy complaining 

Is that thy gifts are not unmized with pain ; 
So finely strung thy heart-chords, some are straîning. 

And if they be but touched will snap in twain. 
But oh, thy passionate love is not ail slighted. 

If from some heart o'erburdened like thine own — 
Some fond, weak heart, by pain and passion blighted — 

It wakes on chords long silent their last tone, 
' And brings back tears and gladness long unknown. 
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DRAMATIS FBR80NJS. 



MozAKiNi, faihtr to AxleOf and a muêieàl eompomr» 
Hbbkon, a monk. 
Alvkrnon, an artiat, 
Fishermau and dtizens. 

ACT I. 
SosNS I. — Shore of the Àfediterranean. 

Enter Azlea. 

Azlea. 'Tis sunset on the océan ! Gloriously 
Has the god canopied his purple bed « 

With crimson and with gold 1 and on the sea \ 
The ruby richness of his radiance shed — 
Tinging the wavekts with a deeper dye, 
More régal in its hue than blushing mom, 
And softer than the loveliness of noon ; 
Yet beautiful, as when from darkness bom 
Light threw o'er earth its heaven-borrowed boon. 
And earth and océan burst from mystery I 
And grand as beautiful ; the glowing sky, 
\^th its high piled up masses of bright douds» 
And océan mirror striving to outvie 
In gorgeousness the many-colored crowds 
Of grotesque forms sailing the upper blue ; 
And the o'erhanging rocks, whose suUen gloom 
Rests like a frown upon the ocean's brow — 
Whose towering crests along the shores loom, 
Contrasting with their shade the sunset's glow : 
Earth, sky, and océan, make onè splendid view 1 

Enter Hermon, advandng ahyng the shore, and liatening. 
Her. Methinks the hoUow sighîng of the main 



Hath wondrous» rausic in it. 
12 



The wiid taies 
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Of mermaid and of sea-nymph, by this scène, 

And this mysterious music» are recalled ; 

And I can fancy where their pearly barks 

Will burst the azuré waves and greet my sîght 

With their much storied loveliness. And now 

I hear a burst of song, as witching real 

As if 'twere mortal sung it, and I saw 

ïhe songstress with mine eyes. Perchance there is 

A wind-harp on thèse shores ; l'il seek it out, 

For I do love thèse harps of nature best ; 

And they are tuned by spirits, whose light fingèrs 

Do at the same time sweep song from our hearts, 

Vibrating our whole being. 

[A song is heard, and Azlea appearsjrom behind a rock 

BOVGt, y. 

Maidens of the coral grove ! 

Hear what I ûnplore of you : 
If ye know of endiess lov^ 

Tell your earthly sister true ; 
Mortals tell her love is vain — ' 
Answer from the sighing mam ! 

ffer, A fair enchantress ! and by her frail form» 
And youthful, innocent face, a very child ! 
Too lovely to be mortal, I should say, 
Save for the hound that tracks her sylph-like feet. 
Lovely ! she seems as if she were the soûl 
Of ail the mighty beauty of this scène ; 
Wondrously beautiful ! not more sublime 
Looks the great océan than that infant face ! 
Such a strange loveliness the scène, the hour. 
And the wild, moumful music of the waves. 
Hâve breathed into each feature. And the light 
Of her young spirit shining purely through, 
Awed and o'ermastefed, yet devoid of fear, 
She seems as when on the bewildered sight 
Of earth's first children burst this glorîous sphère. 
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An angel spirit, spell-bound withdeîight ! 
l'il break the spell, for I would see the change 
Corne over those rapt features. 

[Throws a shell into the water at her /cet, Azleâ trips 
toward him, but suddenîy pauses, 

Azlea. Methought thou wert my father ; I knew not 
That others visited this lonely place. 
I thought that he had corne to bid me sing 
With him some wild sea-melody ; for we 
Do often at this hour sit hère awhile, 
And I sing songs suiting his mood, which he 
Accompanies with his great, solemn airs, 
That thousands hâve applauded ; but none feel 
The music that is in them like himself. 

ITer. Sweetchild! thy father's solemn mélodies 
Haye been infused into thy youthful spirit ! 
Ere yet I saw thee — ^hidden from my sight 
By the'projecting rocks— I heard thy voice 
Blending to harmony the mournful sounds 
Of sighing winds and waves ; and I did think 
Some spirit's airy fingers swept a lyre, 
Along thèse echoing shores. And I was right ; 
'Twas naturels lyre I heard-r-its thousand strings 
Vibrating in thy heart. Wilt sing for me ? 

AzUa, I seldom sing for any but my father ; 
But did I know what music suits you. best, 
I might attempt a single song for you. 

Her. The one which you were singing. 

Âzlea, (^Sin^s.) \ 

Maidens of the bright blue sea, 

Dwells love in your crystal caves ? 
Live ye not right merrily, 

'Neath the wild careering waves ? 
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Mortals only hear theîr moan, 
Hâve they not a softer tone ? 

Maîdens of the coral grove ! 

Hear what I implore of you : 
If je know of endless love. 

Tell your earthly sister true ; 
Mortals tell her love is vain — 
Answer from the sighing main ! 

Ser. So young, and misanthropie ! say, my child, 
Who taught you how to doubt earth's love and trust ? 

Azïea^ I scarce can tell, unless it were the one 
Who only loves me, and alone I love — 
My father ! Yet he never bade me doubt. 
Or tum from love ; but when I look on him, 
Shrinking away from the world's noîsy praîse, 
And breathing mournful music to himself, 
It seems as if he thought 'twere mockery — 
And having leamed to understand each tone, 
His plaintive mélodies are more éloquent 
To me, of thought and feeling, than are words. 
If this can be called teaching, 'twas this taught 
Even my earliest childhood to hoard up 
Its fuUness of affection from the world, « 

And tumed my heart to naturels changeless love. 

Her, Dost thou love nature whoUy ; her wild scènes 
Of grand and awful beauty dost thou love, 
Even as the starlight or the sunset hour ? 

Azlea, Yes, almo&t more, but with a stranger feeling. 
I love the lightning's vivid flash — 
The deep-toned thunder's angry crash ; 
I loVe the ocean's stormy roar, 
That becits its surge against the shore ; 
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The eagle's scream, tbe storm-bird's cry, 
The wînds that whistle loud and high ; 
Tbe éléments' most angry moan 
Is to my heart a music tone ! 
And yet I love earth's gentler hours, 
Her sunny smile, and song, and flowers ; 
I love the gushing waterfall, 
The tiny streamlet's gentler call — 
Sol's moming rise, and sunset glow, 
Shining upon the mountain's snow • 
In many a radiant rosy wreath, 

* Shaming the shadow-land beneath ! 

I love the tall old monarch oak, 
The pensive willow by the brook ; 
I love the brilliant flowers, but less 
Than the sweet violet's bashfulness. 
Oft when the summer sun goes down 
From bis high zenith-sceptered throne, n 
And with bis skillful pencil shrouds 
The azuré o*er with glorious clouds, 
To vail bis eye's bright parting ray, 
And promise us another day» 
As bright and beautiful, to corne, 
Yet in eternity, morrow's home ; 
Oft at such hours my heart dotb fil! 
With feelings strange, unutterable ! 
And such émotions crowd my soûl 
As my weak strength can not control ; 
And such a strong oppressiveness 

. Sometimes upon my beart doth press, 

I long to^take from out my breast 
The heart that feels suck wild unrest : 
So much by différent time and scène, 
My spirit tempest-tost hath been. 

Her, Sweet, young entbusiast ! bow high, and pure» 
And grand thy natural poetry of soûl ! 
But thou art yet a child, and thou wilt leam 
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Another and a différent kind of love, 

Whose power will be a wild idolatrj — 

A' worship stronger than the wildest strength 

The majesty of nature can mspire. 

It would be well couldst thou forever keep 

Thy pure and innocent guilelessness of thought ; 

But the world hath it otherwise ; and none 

May pass its confines without having felt 

Its cold and chilling bitterness. But go ; 

Thy fathe^ will await thee, wondeilng 

At thy long tarrying away from him. 

And see ! where late the sunset hues were bright, 

A sullen, heavy, inky-colored mass 

Is darkening the horizon. We shall see 

The tempest in its might, and hear the sound 

Of awful music, such as sea, and sky, 

And winds, and creaking earth commingled, 

Making one terrible chorus, can produce ! 

Haste then ; but ère thou goest, let me pray 

Heaven's blessings on thee and thy innocence. 

God bless thee, and farewell ! 

Azlea, I thank thee, holy father. Azlea 
Will keep thy blessing in remembrance. [Mxit Azlea. 

Her. {SolUoquizinff,) , 
Earth hath some Eden-spirits yet — though few. 
how may man, in his dark sinfulness, 
Stand silenced and rebuked before a child ! 
Who, knowing not of reason, hath yet leamed 
To call life's mockeries by their real name ; 
And being herself ail love, yet how to keep 
Her spirit ail unsullied from earth's lusts ; 
While he, with his great, godlike attributes, 
Still keeps within his bosom ceaseless streams 
Of every evil passion, till his heart 
Hath not one fountain in it of sweet waters I 
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And being thus, siill sneers upoD bis fellow, 
And taunts hîm with his (non infirmîties ; 
Till life becomes a scène of wild turmoil, 
Of yain, tumultuous strivîng to become 
Masters of otbers' passions — wbile our own 
Are bumîng oui our bearts. 

O wbat a scène I 
The tempest bath begun its terrible play, 
And sky, and eartb, and océan are at strife, 
Witb winds, and sui^e, and tbunders, discoursing 
Witb angry voices tbeir hoarse-tbroated rage ! 
How tbe forked ligbtnings rend tbe sable sky ! 
Revealing for an instant tbe wild sigbt 
Of mountain billows and dark, sbapeless rocks; ' 
Sbowing me wbere I stand — ^how near to deatb — 
A rude and pitiless deatb ; yet I stir not, 
Nor feel a tbrill of fear. I almost wisb 
Some wave, more daring tban tbe rest, vfould reacb 
My perilous footing, bearing me from bence, 
To die among its fellows. I would sooner 
Die in a scène like tbis^ of nature's strife, 
Tban living wearily a joyless life, 
At last to perisb in tbe sayage war 
Of jarring buman passions. I eau bear 
Tbe screaming of tbe sea-gull ; well be loves 
A time like tbis ; tbat bis sbarp voice may be 
Distinguished even above tbe bowling blasts 
And beavy surgings of tbe beaving sea. 
I, like bim, bave loved sucb tempest bours — 
But witb a différent passion : I can feel 
Tbe wild sublimity— can steep my soûl 
In tbe stem grandeur of tbis lonely place, 
Witb darkness, waves, and tbunder, to împress 
Its power upon my spirit ; not like bim, 
Striving to out-noise tbe tempest. Yain ambition I 
Tet many, bow many, strive for tbis, 
To be tbe loudest in tbe stormy crowd 
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Of noisy human struggles ; to be heard 

Above man's babbiing thunders, and to say 

Their yoîce hath been most powerful. \Exit Hbbmon. 

Scène II. — An apartment in Mazarini's kouse, Alvernon lyinç 
on a couck — ^Azlba bending over kim. 

Enter Mazarini and a Fisherman. > 

Fish. The yessel was wrecked off our coast ; I found hîm lying 
on the rocks, sadly bruised. I tliink he will recover ; so leaving 
liim in your care, I must away. [Exit Fisherman. 

Azlea. The stranger — oh, he lives I I feel his pWse 
Flatter as quick, and soft, and varyingly 
As a fine harp-string in the impatient wind. 

Maz. Life struggles for the mastery with death ; 
The cordials you hâve given hini will restore 
The inanimate puise, and bring the breath 
Back to his death white lips. And yet perchance 
Our kindness is a cruelty to him. 
If he should wake to find his hopes aîl wrecked — 
A wife or sister buried in the sea. 
Or his wealth wasted. Human hopes are frail. 
And one night may hâve blasted his for aye. 

AzUa. We will be kind to him, as to a brother. 
And heal his wounds, and soothe his broken spirit, 
That he may not die grieving for his loss. 

Maz, He will not, child ; not many moum so well. 

Azlea, V\\ bring him fruit and flowers to drive away 
The loneliness of solitude ; and sing 
The softest airs I know ; and tell him taies 
Of magie and of love, Would it be wrong 
To entertain him thus? It seems to me 
It would be oyer-bold; and yet last night 
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I talked as fearlessly as I do now ; 

But 'twas with one who seemed to shun the world, 

As we do, father ; and so I but thought 

And spoke with him as if it had been jou, 

He was a friar, and he blessed jour child. 

But this young stranger must be of the world, 

And I shall leam to fear him. 

Maz, My child — my Azîea ! would no way ward fate 
Had thrown him in ybur path. Nay, look not thua — 
I hâve a pitying heart, and would rejoice 
To do a gentle service for a friend, 
Or even for an enemy ; but now 
I fear what I can not explain ; nor can 
Your guileless nature understand my thoughts. 
Oh, must this be ? Azlea, let not 
Thy heart be stolen from thy father now. 
In his hoar, desolate âge ; but no ! 
*Tis blest, and fresh, and happy with thy love ; 
But let it not be withered suddenly, 
By finding its last solace taken away — 
My child's sweet love divided ! 

Azlea. (Thromng herself into his arma,) My father ! 
My dear father ! hath thy child e'er known 
A thought save thoughts of thee — and dost thou now 
Wrong her, by dreaming that she can forget 
Her soul's one holy passion, save thé love 
She gîves to nature, and which has become 
An élément of her being ! No— K)h, no ! 

Maz. Blest Spirit, do thy will ! It can not 1^ 
Evil could reach thee ; follow what way 
Thy purity shall teach thee ; and forget 
An old man's selfish jealousies. Sweet one, 
Thy patient needs thy care ; I must go forth 
To catch some wild sea-melody, the breeze 
May whisper to my ear. [Exit Mazàbini. 
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Asslea. (Bending over Alveman.) 
There's breath upon his lîps, and on his cheek 
A faint and trembling color. His dark haïr 
Is heavy jet, and cold with the sea-brîne. 
And his high, ronnded forehead, bas a gasb 
Ont by the cruel rocks. 111 chafe his brow ; 
He soon must waken from this deathlike sleep. 

Alvemon. ( Undosing his eyes,) 
I mnst hâve dreamed, or else I now do dream : 
I thonght that in the tempest ail were lost. 
And the cold waves closed round my shuddering form, ' 
But ail was tumult, nighi, and thundering. 
And I know not what happened. Where am I ? 
This is a pleasant place, and thou art young 
And very beautiful ; how came I hère ? 

AzUa. Thou hast been ill, and I must bid thee rest ; 
l'U talk to thee when thou art somewhat stronger. 
Now close thine eyes, and I will bring thee wine, 
Which thou must first partake, then sleep again ; 
l'il sing some low, soft melody to lull 
Your sensés to repose, when I retum. \Exit Azlea. 

Alver, Who is this créature of such wondrous beauty? 
Her voice is plaintive music in itself ; 
And she will sing to me — ^how innocent ! 
'Tis sweet to bave such minister to sooth 
The body's stinging pains ; but where am I, 
And who is she ; alike mysterious ? 

Ee-erUer Azlea with wine and fruiU. 

Azka, I bave brought that which will revive your strength. 

Alver. I could now sleep ; I feel a languor stealing 
Over my sensés like a pleasant balm. 
If now thou'lt sing for me I shall be grateful. 
And see thee in ray dreams. 
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Azlea. {Sinffs,) 

Rest thee now, weaiy one, soft is thy pillow ; 

Rest thee, and dream of thy dear dbtant home; 
Dream of the hearts that far over the billow 

Still loye you, and bless you wherever you roam. 

Dream of thy mother, whose prayers ever arise 

At moming, at noon, and at eyenîng for thee ; 
Rest thee, and dream of her — richer the prize 

Of a mpther*8 warm blessing than wealth of the sea. 

Dream of the sister whose tender. caresses 
Clung to thy form in her weeping farewell ; 

Dream of your meeting, your joyful embraces, 
And the stories of love each shall hasten to tell. 

Dream of thy home, of its dear youthful pleasures, 
Of the sports of the field, of the river and wood — 

Thy heart shall remember ail thèse with its pleasures» 
And mem'ries rush over thy soûl in a flood. 

Rest thee then, weary one, soft is thy pillow ; 

Rest thee and dream of the land of thy love ; 
Absence, nor distance, nor rude roUing billow, 

To soûl meeting soûl shall a barrier prove. 

JSnter Hebmon. 

Her, Heaven*s blessings on thee, Azleo, sweet child I 
Thou hast a suff 'rer under thy kind care» 
Who I perceive is sieeping. I was sent 
By a poor fisherman of the coast, to him, 
That should he wish confession of his sins 
He might hâve holy comfort and advice. 

Azlea, The stranger, holy father, is now lying 
In quiet, natural sleep, that will restore 
His former health to him ; except some cuts 
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Which will require good 'tendance ; and for tbis 
Mj father and myself hâve pledged ourselves. 
In kindness to the suffering. 

Mer. Methought I heard sweet music, when I first 
Entered your vine-wreathed cottage-; did I so ? 

Azlea, You may bave beard a simple melody 
Witb whicb I sung tbe invalid to rest. 

ffer, You did then sing tbe stranger to bis rest. 
And your fair bands bave batbed bis acbing brow. 
And your swcet voice bas wbispered tenderness, 
And you bave ministered to bis every want 
Witb, most unsparing kindness. Azlea, 
Tbis stranger bere is young; is of»tbe world; 
'Tis true be may be good and virtuous, 
But tberè are few wbo are ; nay, blusb not, cbild, 
Witb sucb a pained look ; I did not mean 
What tbou bast done is wrong, in being kind — 
But in the world of whicb tbis stranger is, 
Sucb innocence as thine meets sneering taunts — 
Being deemed by its misjudging sinfulness, 
Other tban what it is. . Art'weeping, sweet? 
Nay, weep not, I was wrong ; and now I tbink, 
While gazing on tbee and thy moumful face, 
Not any but tbe vilest could witbstand 
The power of thy guileless purity. 
I would not take thy unsuspecting truth. 
And give tbee ail eartb's wisdom, and its wealth, 
For tbou wouldst be tbe loser. 

Azlea, Father, if in augbt I bave transgressed, 
Even tbe world's stem code of modest action, 
I should be bitterly grieved ; and tbou art rigbt 
To wam me of my folly. Azlea 
Knows little of tbe world, and would not learn 
More tban sbe knows already, if to learn 
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Brings such a painful feeling, as but now, 
Poisoned the pure émotions she had felt 
Toward the suffering stranger whom she bad 
Striven to render happy. Evermore 
I will be coy and careful, never giving 
To any but my parent the warm love 
That does pervade my being ; keeping ail 
Love's tender attributes and natural cares, 
In one deep, ceaseless channcl of affection ; 
Leaning alone for tenderness and counsel ^ 

Upon one natural trust — the only one 
Nature bas given me — a father's love. 

Her, I bave been very wrong to poison thus 
Thy innocent trustfulness ; for there is not 
A more heârt-troubling spirit hauntîng man, 
Dwelling in gloom, and shadowing the souL 
With a wing blacker than the wing of hâte ; 
There is not in ail man's grievous torments 
A darker, gloomier, or more hideous form 
Of human ill than sullen, black suspicion ! 
I would not teach thee distrust ; 'tis the bane 
Of ail lifc's sweetness ; I would but bave said ' 
Beware of seeming virtuës ; yet this mucb 
Shall be retracted, since it pains thee so 
To bear the imputation of a fault not meant,. 
And really not existing but in seeming. 
If this man be not the veriest villain 
That darkens earth with impotence of virtue^ 
He will but love thee for thy ignorance 
Of the world's sinful wisdom. / do so ;. 
Thou art to me far loftier than the best 
Earth's royalty can boast ; and thy pure soûl 
Hath radiance only borrowed from the skies. 

Azlea. Wert thou not who thou art — a holy teaclier- 
I sbould suspect from what thyself hath- said 
That ^Aot/'wert uttering in mère idleness 
13 
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The empty words of flattery. I am but 

The simple child of nature ; hâve not known 

Aught of man's wisdom save that gleaned from books^ 

Such as my father reads ; but I hâve felt 

That I was happîer in tny wild retreat 

Than shining with the. glitter of the world 

IVe witnessed from afar; whose noisy voice 

Frightens me into silence, and whose breath 

Would scorch my braîn with fever ; for the heart 

Beareth not many such unwilling lessons 

As I hâve grieved to glean from thy vague hints — 

Too definite for my happinèss. But I 

Perhaps should thank thee for advice, which now 

My heart is too muèh hurt and sorrowing 

To value as it ought. I will retire, 

And weep the bitter tears that flood my eyes. 

And then I may be happier again. [Uxit Azlba. 

Mer. I should hâve known her better than to throw 
Reproach upon her actions. The young heart, 
Finding itself mistaken in its trust, 
Grows suddenly strong ; and ail its softness 
Is petrified to marble. I must be 
Regardful in the future, aiM not wound 
Her sensitive spirit with too stern a view 
Of the world's imperfections. This is strange — 
That with her native doubt of human truth, 
She still is so much pained by finding out 
More than she had suspected. But this youth ! 
Why do I fear that she shall leam of him 
To feel delight in love and confidence ? 
By his fine forehead, and his placid mouth, 
' And by the lines upon his handsome face, 
I should pronounce him noble in his nature — 
'Gentle and just; and such I think he is; 
Yet do I wish Azlea may never learn 
To estimate his virtues as they are. 
I weuld hâve her ever as shS is 
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Childlike, yet lofty ; gentle, yet resolute ; 

Wantîng in caution, and yet innocent. 

But Heaven, which will protect her, wîll deny 

Its blessing unto me, for beîng unjust 

To this unknown and sbipwrecked slumberer. 

I will go forth, and lifting up my heart, 

Ask God to purge my being from tbe curse 

Of every evil passion ; lest I be 

Tempted to vîolate my sacred yow 



Of boliest observance. 



[Bxit Hbrmok. 



ACTH. 



SoENB I. — Sea-shore, 

Enter Alvbrnon and Azlba. 

Alver, Tbis îs indeed a grand and beautiful scène, 
Wortby a master's pencil. Often I, * 

In Spain, and Switzerland, and Germany» 
Hâve wrffpt my sphit in delicîous dreams. 
And fancy's toucb, anticipating art, 
Hatb placed tbem on tbe canvas ; wbile my eye 
Feaàted upon tbem, and my soûl forgot 
Its mortal tenement. My sphit sees, 
Witb one wide, comprebensiye glance, a scène, 
And copies witb a quick and perfect skill, 
Eacb beautiful feature of tbe whole grand pièce, 
Dreaming tbe wbile in ecstasy. 

Azlea, Yours must be a soul-encbanting power, 
To bring tbe grand, and beautiful, and vast 
Witbin tbe pencil's compass ; and to give 
Sucb eamest likeness to it as to cbeat 
Tbe eye into believing tbait it saw 
Tbe glorious or tbe fair original ! 
Do you not worsbip your own beavenly artî 
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Alver, It ever hath been first in my heart's love ; 
But I hâve learned of thee a deeper love, 
A higher, holier, and more sacred flame 
Than burns upon the altar of ambition. 
Aslea ! thou art a Wondrous being — 
And I know not wbether I dare to love tbee; 
But it is virtue to acknowledge this — 
That thon hast held an influence o'er my spirit, 
Which it will take a lifetime to forget. 
Thy care, thy gentleness, thy voice of song, 
And more than ail, thy childlike innocence 
Of every impure sentiment or thought, 
Hath won the deep dévotion of a heart 
That yet scarce dares to tell thee of its love ; 
Nor wpuld I venture to so bold a thought. 
As that I hâve inspired within thy breast 
A single feeling tenderer than thou 
Wouldst hâve bestowed on any hapless stranger 
A pitying Heaven threw under thy sweet care. 
To-morrow's sun will shine on my farewell 
To my dear, temporary home and thee ; 
And I bave naught to offer thee, in lieu 
Of what would be to some, more just reward, 
Save warmest gratitude, and warmest love. 
And thou wilt not reject it? 

Azlea. There can not be reward more canceling 
To every debt of kindness, than is this 
You ofiFer — e€tmest gratitude ; but love 
Is for a higher purpose. I can not 
Accept for guerdon, what the deathless spirit 
Hath for its immortal dower. You mistake ; 
And are yet ignorant of real love. 

Alver. Since you bave spoken thus, I am compelled 
To vindicate my sentiments by words 
Stronger than I had purposed. If to say 
Never shall I forget thee — ^never more 
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Hear in my spîrit musîc like thy voice — 
Neyer see vision with so much of heaven 
In look or action ; that tbe memory 
Of our short intercourse shall live and bum 
Foreyer on the altar of my heart ; 
If to say I loye thee truly, whoUy, 
With an undying passion, can impress 
A deeper sensé of truth \ipon thy mind, 
Azlea, I say it — and would be belieyeii ! 

Azlea. Alvemon, I bave never until now 
Listened to words of passion ; never felt 
Aught of a love otber tban cbildren feel 
For parents best and fondest — so that now 
Thy words sound through my spirit ; but my heart 
Is hoarded up from passion. Did I feel 
That in my inmost soûl which you describe, 
I would not let it live I 

Alver, Azlea, I bave thougbt thee, and thon ar^ 
The tender girl of nature, full of.love; 
And yet you tell me that you would not list 
Your heart's impassioned pleadings, even when 
Another heart joined in its eamest prayer 
For the sweet blessing of your love. Is this 
The voice of your own spirit ? Hath it not 
Been darkened by the shadow of mistmst ? 
Eke how didst thou leam to be stem to love ? 

Azlea. Thou art right in guessing it is not 
The natural promptings of my untaught heart 
To harden my soul's softness ; and I fear 
I am not cautions to propriety ; 
And knowing nothing of life's varied ways^ 
I would avoid ail evil. 

Alver, Surely thou 

Hast had a gloomy teacher for thy youth ; 
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And wouldst thou live forever without love, 
' Fearing thou shouldst do wrong in being trustful ? 
Nay, Azlea, for once thou hast been wrong. 

Azlea. "ns true I may be wrong in fostering doubt ; 
But I will tell you how the feeling came. 
Ere yet I saw thee, there was in my heart 
A native shrinking from the world*s approach, 
Which vague reports of glittering misery. 
And hollow-heartedness, and dark dectit, 
Reaching me in my solitude, increased ; 
But I as yet had never talked with any, 
Who, knowing of the world, would tell a child 
Whether to love or shun it ; until one, 
A father of the holy Church of Rome, 
Met me, and by his converse of the world, 
Taught me to fear its hollowness of heart. 
*TiB strange how much I yield to his dark counsel — 
Dark it does seem to me, though I obey ; 
But I hâve thought that I hâve been ungratefui 
From that my real nature hâtes suspicion, 
And so I listen. 

Alver. And his were evil lessons, Azlea. 
If the world is void of truth and honor, 
It is because they ail are taught to doubt 
Each other's love and faith ; and doubting thus, 
Grow proud and self-dependent ; and the cloak 
Of love and virtue is too often wom 
To hide the soul's corruption. Were there more 
Of love and gentleness, there would be less 
Of ail the evil passions. Azlea, ' 

Reject such evil counsel ; let thy soûl. 
Pure as it is, and beautiful, shine forth^ 
Unhidden by distrust; for purity 
Is mightier to banish evil thoughts, 
From hearts howe'er degraded, than stera coldness. 
8ay not again thou wilt not list to love ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



AZLEA. 



161 



Does not thy mother. Nature, breathe of love 
In eyery smiling feature ? Is not her voice 
Ëver most éloquent of tenderness ? 
And wilt thou, ber sweet cbild, reject her teacbing, 
And find in scorn a refuge from ber power? 

Azlea. I am yet but a cbild, but if to know 
Tbat Azlea, in ber simple ignorance, 
Hatb let a étranger occupy ber tbougbts 
More tban was coy and maidenly ; and batb 
Even bad dreams of strange, delicious sweetness. 
In wbicb sbe deemed sbe loved and was beloved — 
If to know tbis would give tbee bappy tbougbts, 
Thougb blusbing at ber own temerity, 
Azlea would still acknowledge it. 

Aher, God bless tbee, lovely one, for tbose sweet words ! 
Wben in tbo world, of wbicb you bave sucb dread, 
It will be tbe sweet solace of my toils, 
To ibink of tbee, and dream of comîng years, 
In wbicb my Azle^ and myself sball sbare 
Tbe dearest joys of eartb ! and until tben 
Thou wilt remember me wijb love — wilt tbou ? , 

Azlea. Azlea can not forget ibee. 

Alver. Now I go 

To try my fortunes in tbe capital ; 
To catcb tbe inspiration lingering round 
Tbe Works of tbe great masters ; and to feast 
My soûl witb beauty and witb power. But 
l'il carry 'in my memory a scène. 
And a presiding spirit, far more brigbit 
Tban any art can pencil or imagine. [Exeunt 
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ACT m. 



ScBKs I. — Moonlight. A garden in the rear of Mazarini's house. 

j 
Enter Mazarini. 

Mai. Thîfl îs a glorious night ! the stars are out 
In hosts innumerable ; but the moon, 
In her resplendent brilliancy, so dims their light 
They scarce can be dLstinguished, but ail blend 
Into one pkly maze of fretted gold. 
Beautiful ! How glorious is our earth, 
How full of loveliness and melody ! 
The breeze cornes laden with the rich pcrfume 
Of gardens, filled with the luscious fruits. 
And flowers steeped in night's eztracting dew; 
While cvery sweU of its low, musical breath, 
Sweeps a more eamest gush of melody 
From nature's thousand lyres. O that man 
.Should live in such a world of loveliness, 
Yet bearing in bis heart such hideous forms 
Of darkness and wild discord. Now the past 
Is in a torrent rushing o'er my soûl : 
The past, with its bright pages and its dark — 
And darker some, and gloomier than Hades. 
Viola ! Viola ! how my soûl worshiped thee I 
How wildly beautiful thou wert in feature — 
How wild, and sweet, and carol-like thy voice, 
Wliose charm first waked the passions of a heart 
That bumed io its unquenched, unquenchable fires, 
Till naught was left but ashes. Even now 
I see thee as thou wërt — ^so innocent ! ^ 
But my vain love of flattery and applause 
Forced thee upon the stage. How the world stared ! 
As if their greedy eyeswould bave devoured thee ; 
And how they shouted forth their mad applause. 
And loaded thee with favor ! My vain soûl. 
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Exulting in thy glorious power of song, 
And feeling, seeing, knowing notbing «Ise 
But thy most wondrous loveliness, forgot 
The world was black and rotten to the core, 
Upon whose favor I taught thee to lean. 
But bitterly, most bîtterly I learned 
~ To curse its dark beguilings. Oh ! that bour 
In wbicb I learned ibat tbou wert false to me, 
Was fùll of wilder torments tban tbe skiU 
Of tbe arcb-demon could ever bave invented I 
Then bow I cursed tbee, Viola ! bow I raved. 
And stamped, and beaped upon tby name 
Tbe vilest epitbets my mind could frame ! 
God knows wbat my mad pbrensy would bave done, 
Hadst tbou not left a pleader in tbe oause 
Of innocence and virtue. Our sweet babe, 
Wben iù my rage I would bave smotbered it, 
Looked up and smiled» witb sucb a beavenly smile — 
So brigbt, and soft, and pure — my soûl was bent 
From its dark purpose ; and I kissed its moutb, 
So like tbine own in beauty, and its eyes, 
So dreamy, deep, and soft, and wept sucb tears 
As manbood knows but once. Ob, fearfully 
Was my ambition punisbed ! fearfully 
Was my great wrong avenged, wben once again 
You crossed my tbresbbold but to faint and die, 
Murmuring tbe words of bitterest repentance ! 
From tbat bour my spirit's cbords were brçken ; 
And life bolds notbing to encbain me bere, 
But my brigbt cbild — ^my Azlea. 

Snter Azlea. 

Azlea. Forgive tby cbild for ber unlawfol act ; 
But comipg out to seek tbee, tby strange words 
Boused ail my wonder and my sympatby, 
And I stood silently and listened. 
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Maz, Thou hast indeed heard what I never meant 
Should reacli thy jouthful ears. But being so, 
I must forgive thee for thy natural wish 
To know thy mother's history. And now 
Sit by içy side — and thou must talk to me ; 
'Twill soothe the feverish throbbing of my veins, 
And calm the thoughts the resurrected past 
Hath stirred within my breast. 

Azlea. What I hâve heard 

Is what hath held thee hère in solitude, 
Shunning the world, and hiding it from me : 
Is it not, father ? 

Maz. Yes, my Azlea ; 

I would not hâve thee hear its voice of guile — 
I would not hâve thy spirit bear the taiat 
Of its impurities ; or hâve thy heart 
Crushed by its withering sorrows. I would keep 
Thy soûl as fresh and pure — as free from care — 
As the free bird of heaven ; never hâve thee 
Know aught of any sorrow ; never hâve thee 
Know aught of any passion, save thy love 
For thy infirm old father. Azlea, 
I know this must séem selfîsh, cold, and strange ; 
But now thou knowest how my heart was broken, 
Thou wilt not marvel at it. 

Azlea. My father ! 

I fain would tell thee what must give thee pwn. 
But can not bear to hear thy sorrowing. 
Thy child hath been forgetful of her promise — 
Hath told a stranger that her foolish heart 
Cherished his image in it ; that she deemed 
She loved him with the love he wished of her. 

Maz. Alas, alas ! that this should come so early ! 
But my heart whispered that it must be so ; 
And now I find its prophecy not idle. 



Digitized by 



Google 



AZLEA. 



165 



Adea. fear not Azlea can e'er be won 
From her obédience ; or eyer bring 
Hër father's hoar head sorrowîng to the tomb. 
no, no, no î She would not e'en forsake 
For ail earth's love, her father's dearer love. 
Or leaye him ever for another's smiles. 

Maz, Did I not thînk this youtb most virtuous, 
Lofty, and good, I should indeed be curst ; 
But a few years, and this consuming frame 
Shall haye retumed to eartb, and thou wilt be 
A lonely orphan, helpless on the sea 
Of human toil and striyîng. It may be well. 
And thou and I must pray that it be so. 



Azlea. O do not talk of dying ; ère that time 



May Azlea haye slept her final sleep. 



[Curtain faïls. 



SoBNB II. — A reeess in a forest 

Enter Hermon. 

Her, I hayet wept, haye prayed, haye humbled my stem 
soûl 
In mpst abject entreaty before Heayen ; 
Haye yowed, and fasted, and done penances 
Enough to saye a soûl already cursed ; 
But ail is weak and ymn before the power 
Of this o'ermastering passion. And now 
I giye the struggle over ! If I may 
But win the love of Azlea, ail earth, 
AU hell, shall striye in yain to fright me 
From my fized purpose. Heayen refuses 
Longer to oppose my wishes, and the fear 
Of earthly torments can not n^w restram 
The passions of my nature. How my soûl, 
No longer bound by yows of hbliness, 
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Longs to giye utterance to its pent-up feelings ! 
I could yell, could^rave, and tear my rebel flesh 
With fiendish rage and eagerness — so bam 
The fires of hell within me. Oh, Azlea ! 
Thy sweet young face arises in my heart 
With a rebuking coldness ; thy pure look 
Of calm and earnest sorrow for my grief. 
And thy strange, startled fearfulness, when thon 
Didst leam its sinfui cause, and thy dear words 
Of kind and holy counsel, teaching me 
What my best days knew not of holiness — 
How ail thèse memories reproach my sin ! 
Bat still they feed the ever-buming flame 
Thyself didst kindle t>y thy purity. 
And coldness can not conquer. 

{A mysteriouê voiee answers,) 

Voice, Cease, babbler ! « 

Thine is a passion vam as most unholy. 

Mer, Who mocks me wi(!h rehearsal of my grief? 
Démon or mortal, whosoe'er thou art» 
Say not again what I now know too well , 
If thou canst aid me, do it ; and if not, 
Thou art the babbler ! 

Voiee. Dost thou not know me ? 

Has not my still small yoice whispered to thee 
Through thy long, weary watching ? Was not night 
Full of my haunting terrors ? Dwelt I not 
With thee in silence and in solitude, ^ 

Checking thy way ward nature ; and did not 
My warning keep thee sinless until now, 
When thou hast thrown me from thee ? Now I go, 
But in my stead shall corne another spirit, 
Who shall possess thy being. 

2d Voiee. Ha! ha! ha! 

Thy monitor is easily scared away ; 
Thou needest one less timid. 
14 
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Her, Fiend, away ! 

Comest thou to ezult o'er vanquished conscience ? 
I am sufficient torment to myself 
Without thy hellish aid ; away î away ! 

2d Voice, Bid me not go away ; I am a part 
Of thy inséparable self — dark restlessness. 
I too bave baunted tbee in midnigbt watcbes ; 
I too bave peopled solitude witb forms 
Fearful and black as gloom ; bave worn out virtue 
Witb my perpétuai importunities. 
Nay, Hermon, I am too mucb part of tbee 
To leave tbee to still musings and reflection. 

Her, Ob, tbou tormenting spirit ! let tby yoice 
Rest for one bour, tbat my vezed soûl may find 
Repose from tby incessant torturing. 
Is't not enougb tbat I am wbat I am^ 
Traiter to Heaven, and curst upon the eartb, * 
Witbout tbe object for wbicb ail was lost. 
But tbou must scourge me tbus ? 

2rf Voke, Tbe object — ay, 

And wben sball she reward tbee ? Answer me. 

JS&r, Goad not my soûl to madness witb tby taonts, 
If mad I am not now ; it seems to me 
Tbat my brain is on fire, and my beart burns 
Witb a devouring fiame. O tbat Azlea 
Could for one bour feel my tormenting pangs, 
Tben Hermon would be pitied. * 

2d Voice, Sbe would not 

Tield, as tbou hast done ; in ber gentle soûl 
I migbt wear out tbe life, but virtue never. 

Her, Again, agaîn you taunt me. Fiend, away ! 
My bnûn b crazecf witb torment — ^I am mad ! [Ruehee out 
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ACTIV. 

SoBNE I. — Borne, AgaUery, 
Enter Alvervok, pausing befare a pieture. 

Alver. Brigbt being ! bow beautiful tbou art I 
Not many days sball pass ère I bebold 
Tbe brigbt original. How in my beart 
Horries tbe quick, impatient puûe of love! 
Dear Azlea ! tbou bast been my cbarm 
Against tbe sins and follies of tbe world ; 
And mayst tbou ever be my guardian spirit. 
Lovely, and loving, and beloved, tbou art 
Wortby a mortaFs worsbip ! 

Mnter Citizens. 

Ut Oit Ha ! tbou bast 

Oompleted a new pieture. Beautiful ! 
Metbinks tbat face is one tbat I bave seen ; 
Tbose eyes — ^tbe same sweet moutb, dimpled and full ; 
Tbe brow so strangely pure, so like clear pearl, 
Bounded and smootb, witb tbe fine a^ure veins 
Just clouding its translucency; tbe tum 
Of tbe fine bead, wbose clustering curls of gold 
And brown inwoven sbadow a neck of snow ; 
Tbe lovely arm ; ab ! it is very strange. 
But sbe doea seem like one tbat I bave seen. 

2d Cit. Bravo! good Claudio, bast fallen in love? 

l8t Cit, No» but you will, wben you bave looked on tbis. 
Triuli, bast tbou never seen tbb créature 
Of wondrous loveliness in life ? 

2d Cit. Wbat, ber? 

Now, by tbe saints, you're rigbt I tbis is Viola^ 
Tbe wonderful singer, wbo some years ago 
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Set ail Rome mad with love. l've seen her pîcture 
In the gallery of a gentleman 
Who told me her sad story. 



Ut Cit. 



Whatwasit? 



2d Cit, I hâve no mind to tell it ; it brings tears. 
And tears shame men like us ; it was a taie 
Of love, désertion, crime, and sorrowful death. 

l8t Cit. A common story. But is this a copy 
Of that same picture, gentle Alvemon ? 

Alver. 'Tis one I took from memory. 

Ut Cit. Hast thon 

Then seen the fair original ? 



Alver. 



Of this I hâve. 



2(f Cit. He never saw Viola, he's too young ; 
She was the wife of Mazarini, who 
Now lives in solitude ; you've heard his airs ; 
They are the finest on the Roman stage— 
So wild, and grand, and fnll of melody. 
I hear he has a daughter ; if she sings 
As did her mother, it will not be long 
Ere the world finds her out. I would go 
Full thirty leagues to see her smile, and hear 
The witchery of her voice. 

Ut Cit. 'Tis you, now, 

Who talks the lover, and not Claudio. 

2d Cit. Hast heard of the commotion in the church ? 
One of the members of a stem, strict order, 
Hath lately been deemed mad ; and whisperings. 
And vague reports of what hath been the cause. 
Hâve much disturbed the holy brethren. 

Ut Cit, Why ? do they thmk a monk should not go mad ? 
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2d Cit. They do believe tbem not so liable 
To mortal ailments as most other men, 
Who yield them to their natures. 

l9t Cit. May they not 

Hâve passions as us sinners, only hidden. 
And kept down by hard penance ? and may not 
The very suppression of a mighty nature 
Make monks mad, like ail other men ? 

2d Cit. The world 

Hath whispered such may be the cause ; and this 
Hath reached the church, who liketh not to bear 
The imputation of such weaknesses. 
And it is said the maniac will be tried. 

\»t Cit. Is he in Rome ? 

2d Cit At présent he is not, 

And I believe he has long lived alone, 

Shunning both church and world. 
• 

1»^ Cit. And this is why 

They think him void of reason ? he may prove 

Too cunning for them yet — thinkest thou not so ? 

2d Cit. "Fis true, there may be " method in bis madness ;" 
But I bave business in the public mart. \Exeunt Citizens. 

Alvemon. {Solïloquizing.) 
This news afFects me, yet I know not why ; 
But ever when I think on Aziea, 
Like a disturbing vision, Hermon rises. 
And darkens the sweet picture with bis shade. 
Oh, I must hasten. As an invisible chain, 
A strange désire, like a presentiment, 
Hurries me to thy side, my Azlea. 
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ScsNE II. — Sea-ahare. 

Enter Azlba. 

AzUa. can ît be that Alvemon is false — 
That he hatb ceased to think of the weak girl 
So easîly won into love's confidence ? 
Two summers, one of joy and one of woe, 
Hâve flitted o'er my brow, bringing to it 
A deeper sbade of tbougbt, and to my beart 
Full many an earnest lesson ; yet be cornes not I 
My fatber, tbou wert rigbt to mourn tbe fate 
Tbat tbrew tby jcbild .in tbe entîcing way 
To tbe young beart's sweet love — ^for sweet it is, 
Tbougb ^rowned witb wildest sorrow. I bave been 
Tbe sport of a strange fortune, and did not 
A doatîng fatber live to mourn bis cbild, 
Deatb and tbe grave could not too speedily corne. 
If one I loved were at tbis moment bere, 
To close my eyes wben tbey bad lookod tbebr last. 
Long, lingering glance of love ; to kiss 
Tbe breatb, tbe last sball pass tbese lips, away. 
As it was spent sigbing love's farewell, 
Ob, I could sbut my eyes upon tbe eartb. 
And close its beauty out witbout a sigb ! 
Love ! love ! love l 'tis strange tbe world dotb fling 
So mucb of tbe beart's treasures to tbe winds, 
Treating tbem as tbe playtbmgs of an bour. 

Enter Hbrmon. 

Her, Ob, Azlea ! bave I met tbee again? " 
Tbis is a wilder anguisb, wilder joy, 
Tban I bave known for montbs ; to gaze again 
Upon tby loveliness, again to bear 
Tbe music of tby voice— -delicious torture I 
I bave longed for tbis ; bave sat at nigbt» 
Witb darkness ail around me, witbout sleep. 
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To wish I could behold thee once again. 
Day after day, l've trod thèse shores witb hope 
That once you would return to your old haunts, 
And I might look on you from my retreat. 

Azka, Hermon, why pursue me ? 
Is not my life poisoned with thougbts of tbee ? 
Do you not, now you view me, 
The work of weariness and sorrow see ? 

ffer. Thou thinkest of me, Azlea, but thy thougbts 
Are cold and shrinking — ^not of tenderness. 
Why raock me with the mention of such thougbts ? 
Yainly and long IVe striven, until I 
Can strive no longer ; and my only hope 
Is in thy pitying gentleness. Then 
Think of me as of earth's other children ; 
Sinful, 'tis true, but not-without a hope 
That Heaven will pardon, wilt thou but only save. 

Azlea. Hermon, I see tbee ever, 
Like a dark spirit, filling every ^sion ; 

Making my heart's blood shiver 
Witb thy dark smile, and lip of wild dérision. 

Thine eyes, so stem and strange, 
Bum througb night's darkness, and out-glarc the day ; 
Nor time, nor place, nor change, 
Dims the wild brightness of their hauntmg ray. 

Thou art become a fear — 
A dim and shadowy terror every where 

Filling the atmosphère, « 

Wbose power I can not banish, even m prayer! 

JTir. Forbear ! say not again those maddening words ! 
They stir within my bosom botter fires 
Than burn in the dominions of etemal death ! 
If thou hast seen me, Azlea, in thy dreams, 
'Waking and sleeping, Hwas because my soûl 
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Was in thy keeping. It mil follow thee ; 

'Tis lioked with thine existence, and will go 

Whither thou goest. When thou art by the sea, , 

Mark how the tides obey their heavenly queen ; 

Beautiful mystery ! Thus, by some influence 

Which you may never learn to understand, 

My spirit foUows thine. If in visions 

My look is stern, or even dark and fierce, 

Think of the fires that make life agony. 

And maryel if thou canst, that they should shine 

Through my distorted feature^. I tell thee 

Thou canst not méasure with thine utmost thôught 

The depth of my wild passion. 

Azlea, This is why I fear thee : 

My différent spirit shrinks away.with dread. 

And shuddereth to see 
The fierce, wild passions by seclusion fed. 

And nourished in the gloom 
Of the deep cloister, and the dim recess 

Of monastery and tomb, 
Till this mad phrensy is called lovées eitoess ! 

ffer. No more, no more ! True, in my buming brain 
Are thoughts of phrensied wildness ; but say not 
They are the offspring of dark phantasy, 
Nurtured in silence and dim solitude. 
When first I saw thee on this wild sea-shore — 
So frail and youthful, yet alone, amid 
A scène for older hearts and stronger minds 
To gaze and muse upon ; and when I heard 
Kature's sweet poetry in every word, 
And saw, and knew, thy high and holy heart 
Beating in unison with the mighty puise 
In the great heart of nature — then I knew 
There was a love angels themselves might share, 
Nor wrong tbeir heavenly nature. Such was mine ; 
But when, day after day, and night on night, 
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That flame bumt like Cain's offermg, in vam — 

Then like him, a strange madness seized mj heart — 

And then I felt a brand upon my brow, 

tVhich I did deem the ourse of angry Heaven 

For violated vowb. And then I bowed 

My soûl in bittemess of tears, and moumed. 

But when again I lifted up my brow, 

Azlea was in my sight; and from that hour 

I hâve not known another joy in life, 

But the dark, bitter joy of unblest love — 

By Heaven unsanctioned, and unretumed on earth ! 

But even by Heaven rejected, I am still 

Only as other men ; and like them I 

Might love an earthjy love and yet be blest, 

Had I not found thee so unreachable — 

So strangely passi«nless and coldly pure. 

Azlea, Thy dreadfuV glanccs, and thy wilder words, 
Frecze the warm life-tide in my very heart ; 
Oh, leave me, Hermon, while my sensés last ! 

ffer. Ha, ha ! thy sensés fail thee, do they ? This 
Will be delight, to bear thee in my arms, 
And chafe thy pearly brow, and woo the tint 
Back to thy pearly cheek, with many a kiss 
Upon thy lips of coral — ah, thou fliest ! 

Azlea. Away ! away ! Oh, Virgin Mary, save me ! 
Protect me, Heaven — ah, save me — he is mad ! [JFlm. 

ECer. Azlea— once more, wilt thou be mine ? 

\Pur8ue8 and seûses ker. 

Azlea, God, I can not say it ! 

Her, Then thou shalt never say it to another-; 
The sea shall fold thee in its cold embrace, 
And thou shalt nestle in its deep, dark bosom. 

\Bear8 herfainting to the edge of the rock^ and casts her 
into the eea. 
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Down, down,tdown ; thy lcK>k îs strangely calm ! 
Thou goest to thy last rest, as a child 
Upon its mother's bosom sinks to sleep. 

Enter Alysrnon. 
Alver, Ha ! hideous démon, wbere i6 Azlea ? 

Her. By Heaven, thîs is Alvernon ! now I know 
Why Hermon sued in vain. Look ! gaze full long 
Upon her sea-deep cradle ! She, sweet chiM, 
Is far beyond the reaeb of your weak arm. 

Alver. Answer me, fiend ! hast thon slain Azlea ? 
Monster I now thxm shalt die. 

# 
Her. Not by thy arm ; 

I go to meet thy Azlea, while thou 
Must tarry bere alone : dost enyy me ? 

[Plunges into the sea. 

Alver, Was there a Ood in heavcn wben thîs was done ? 

{OurtainfalU. 

SoBNS III. — A room in Mazarini's hmee. Azlba atretched on a 
hier, Alyxrnon kneeling beside it, his face hidden in thejpall. 
Mazarini chanting a low, wUd âirge on Me harp. 

Dmos. 

Once, my moomful harp, and never 
I Sball thy strings to sadness shiver ; 

Never more with anguish quiver 

Breaking with thy moan. 
Once more sound for me in sorrow, 
One low, dirge-like strain ; to-morrow 

Hushed will be thy tone. 
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Earth îs swiftly, dimly fleeting, • 
Time my funeral marcb b beating— • 
Life and death a spectral meeting 

Holding o'er the bier ; 
Wo is me ! is tbere no waking ? 
Utter bas been my forsaking, 

On tbis joyless spbere. 

One by one life's cbords bave broken, 
Giving to my beart tbe token, ^ 

Olear and fearful, tbougb unspoken, 

Of its wasted strengtb ; 
Now tbe last frail tie batb parted — 
To tbe goal from wbence it started, 

Life returns at lengtb. 

Ob, bow wildly batb it striven, 
Till tbe spirit, cnisbed and riven, 
Waited, grieving, for tbe beaven 

Of tbe loved and lost ; 
Dreamy visions o'er me stealing, 
Close tbe avenues of feelîng — 

Life and gnef are past I 
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THE POET LOYERS. 

' I wiLL string my harp with its sweetest strings» 

And will sit me at thy feet, 
And my band shall waken a sLaîn for thee 

That îs swellingly wild and sweet. 
Look down ! look down ! on the -waves of song 

As they rise, and fa]l, and die — 
Do you not see my wordless thoughta 

Like barks glide murmnring by ? 
Like fairy boats they are sweeping on 

To a measure slow and rare. 
And a beautiful troop of aery dreams 

Is the light freight which they bear. 
Does not each troop as it glideth past 

To your eye familiar seem ? 
*Tis from thy tone, thy smile, thy glance, 

I baye fasbioned every dream. 
Those with the wings of sbming gold 

That are quivering for their flight, 
Ihose I wove when thy earnest tones 

Told of the future brîght. 
Those with the starry brows, and pure, 

So calm, and placid, and fair, 
Steal to my heart when you whisper low 

Your love on the still night air. 
. 16 
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That faint and sbadowy phantom-band, 

Distant, and dim, and strange, 
Wbo link theîr bands in a mystic wreatb 

And Ait, and foUow, and cbange — 
Tbose came to me in tby musing moods, 

Wben I sat as l'm sîtting now, 
And marked tbe creeping of ligbt and sbade 

O'er tbe pride of tby kingly brow. 
Swell on ! swell on ! ye rippling waves, 

And rise, and fall, and die ! 
Bend down tby gaze, O éloquent one ! , 

Wbile tbe bark of our love sweeps by. 
See ! see — but my band îs still, 

Wbicb over tbe barp-strings stole — 
Tbe beautiful dream of our love and faith 

Is life to my tbrilling soûl. 
I dare not trust it to music's power — 

I sbould die if it left my breast — 
Flow back, soft river of melody ! 

FIow back, ye visions blest !" 

Sbe ceased — and laid aside ber silver l3rre. 
And raised ber lustrons eyes slowly and softly 
To ber listener's face. Tben, as they met 
His éloquent gaze of answering love, 
Tbey deepened, darkened, drooped, until a fringe 
pî silken lasbes met tbe tell-tale glow 
Of tbe fresb crimson in ber délicate cbeek. 
He bent, and laid bis band upon ber bead, 
Amid tbe masses of ber ricb, brigbt bair. 
And, witb balf besitating tendemess, 
Pressed bis proud lip lipon ber pure, young brow— 
And raised ber from tbe cûsbions at bis feet 
And placed ber by bis side, witb ber brigbt cbeek 
Upon bis bosom, and ber flowing curls 
Covering bis beart witb a soft, sbining cloud. 

"Tby dreams are beautiful, my sweet Adel, 
And witb exquisito grâce tbis little band 
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Has lingered o'er the harp, till its ricb swell 
Brought round us of thy dreams a lovely band. 

l hâve 80 Jeamed the witchery of thy lyre, 
That I can read thy every wordless thought» 

As it melts softly from the silver wire, 

With the deep éloquence of music fraught. 

" Adel ! Adel ! how shall I thank my God, 

That He hath given such a rich gif£ to me ? 
Thy very perfectness jny soûl hath awed — 

So blend rare gifts and loveliness in thee 1 
Thou art my soul's sweet, starry, radiant light 1 

Thou art the life of its impassioned dream ! 
IVe seen thee evir when I slept at night — 

A part of my past life thy love doth seem. 

" Though but a few sweet months since we bave met» 

It is long years since a îslr vision stole, 
With deep, soft eyes, which I could not forget, 

Into the inner cbamber of my soûl ; 
And with a spiritual smile on her young face, 

Began low music from a lyre to start. 
And thrilled my heart with her exceeding graee, ' 

And thenceforth of my being was a part. 

"She had a brow like thine — such rich, brown hair — 

And just such eyes — so fathomless and soft, 
And such a drooping of their curtains fair. 

And such a changing coldr had they oft. 
She had such lips — as freshly sweet were tbey — 

As tremulous with éloquence unespressed î 
And such a low, sweet voice, and winning way. 

And cheek whose color never was at rest. 

** When I saw thee, in ail thy breatbing gnuse. 
Stand with clasped bands by the fair river-side. 
And caught the look upon thy uptumed face, 
I knew — ^I knew thou wert my spirit-bride! 
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Dost thou remember how I sprang to thee, 

Forgetful of thj timîd, maidea fear. 
And clasped tbee to my heart in ecstasj, 

Even as I fold thee now, beloved one, bere ; 

" And tbe low, burried, agitated tone 

Wiih wbicb I strove to sootbe tby pale affrigbt — 
And told tbee«m7 étrange love— called tbee my own — 

And kîssed that brow, so boly, sweet, and wbite ; 
And bow tbe color came again more brîgbt, 

And deepened on tby beautiful young cbeek — 
And to tbine eye a tbnid wondering ligbt, 

Tbat spoke more sweetly tban tby lips could speak ? 

" bow I bless tbee ! bow I révérence * 

Tbe pure and perfect trust of tby young mmd — 
Tbe guileless, unsuspecting. innocence 

Wbiob sougbt not in my love deceit to find! 
''.jok up, Adel ! tbat I may read tbe eyes 

Wbicb timidly beneatb tbose lasbes bide — 
Tbe deep, deep love wbicb in tbeir glances lies 
Will tell its trembling tale> my gentle bride." 

If ye of doubting faitb and sneering lips 
Could bave been tbere tbat instant — could bave seen 
Tbat momentary glance, so brimming o'er 
Witb ail tbe unspeakable trutbfulness 
And love of two young, boly bearts — ^both pure, 
Botb bigb, botb ricb in tbe soul's éloquence — 
Tour scom would bave been lost in sweet surprise, 
And your cold sopbistry been busbed by joy 
To find love was a tbing so beautiful ! 

' Tbat fair young créature witb tbe dewy eyes. 
Laid ber sn^l band upon bis lofty brow 
Caressingly, and said : 
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*' The happiness of my full heart 

When in tbj présence it doth stay, 
Hath always driven every tbought 

Of other years away ; 
But in tby absence I bave deemed — 

And wben thon art bere I still forget — 
Tbat I would ask tbee of tby life 

Before we baply met. 
I know by tby bigb, princely brow. 

And by tby proudly fervid eye. 
And by tby winning éloquence, 
Tb)^ destiny w»a bigb." 

'^Well, listen, love, and I will tell a part — 

AU tbat I tbink of in my way ward life» 
Before it found a borne in tby pure beart, 

Secure from restlessness and pain and strife: 
Wben tbou art wearied, close tby starry eyes, 

And I will cease to prate of stemer tbemes» 
And sing to tbee sucb quaint, old mélodies 

As will fill tby soft sleep witb radiant dreams. 

" I was ambitions once ! a tbougbt of famé 

Filled ail my spirit witb a restless pûn. 
And ail I sigbed for was a deatbless name ! 

By day and nigbt tbat sound baunted my braini 
Until my puises caught my beart's unrest, 

And on my forebead bunied a feverisb beat» 
And a strange fire seemed kindled in my breast 

Wbicb rose and quivered witb its every beat. 

''But bow to win tbe deatblessness I sougbt 

Was wbat I mused on in tbe midnigbt bour— 
Until tbere came a grand, aspuing tbougbt 

Of orator}^ irrésistible power. 
Tbe sudden tbougbt was eager, wild, and bigb» 

Yet proudly swelled my strong and restless souli- 
I felt tbe fire flash from my kindling eye, 

Wbile to my bumîng lip a quiver stole. 
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*' And 8oon I stood before a listeniog throng — 
Ëager to criticise, to praise, déride — 
And poured the fervor forlb, restrained so long, 
^ In one impassioned and impetuous tide. 

O tliere is nothing upon earth more proud, 

More high, more flattering to the swelling sonl, 
Than tô chain every passion of the crowd, 
And with gae word their sympathies control ! 

" To feel that you can sway them with a breath ! 

And bind them with the mighty thoughts you make ! 
70 awe them into silence deep as death> 

Or from their lips responsive echoes wake ! 
To hear a thousand tongues one answer speak ! 

To make a thousand weep with one low tone ! 
To see the changing of each eamest cheek, 

Which flushes or grows paler with your own ! 

" Yes ! there is glorious trîumph in that honr, 

That would the wildest dream of famé repay — 
Thus to feel conscious of your own great power. 

And thus with buming éloquence to sway 
The hearts of others, as the waves obey 

The wind that stirs them ! while beneath your eye 
AU passions and ail feelings powerless lay, 

Moved by the lifting of your hand on high ! 

** And I hâve felt thls triumph ! hâve seen ail 

Hang eager on the dropping of a wôrd, 
With such a silence through the lofty hall, 

That scarce a breath the intense stillness stirred ! 
Hâve stood, and with a motion or a word 

Hushed each heart-throbbing, fixed each careless eye I 
The shout of the tumultuous band^iave heard 

Swell upward wild and deaf 'ning to the sky ! 

'' But when I stole away from their acclaim. 

And sought my silent chamber, lone and still. 
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And said to my proud heart-^' And ikis is famé !' 

It only answered with a feverisb thrill. 
And 80 I turned awaj from that I sought, 
' And poured my soûl out on the poet's lyre. 
And much of bliss and much of pain it brought. 

Shall I tell further, love?— or dost thou tire?" 

" Do tbe angels ever weary 

Of the strains tbey bear above ? 
Tell me how the poet's myrtles 
Shone among thy ringlets, love." 

" Upon a placid brow their leaves did shine. 
But my wild heart was buming fire beneath, 
Because I strove Ambition's thorns to twine 

Among the gentler blossoms of my wreath ; 
One great thought struggled upward in my soûl. 
As the sea heaves toward heav'n — that thought of 
famé! 
And the deep music of its surging roU 
The world called song !— its écho was a name ! 

'' The sound was hollow, and my brain soon bumed 

To hear it ever ringing in my ear. 
Ambition was a mocker ! and I spurn'd 

What I had sought for as a prize most deor ! 
In this deep restlessness I ever yearned 

For something, which I knew not then was love^ 
And my soul's sea a saddened brow upturned. 

And murmured ever to the stars above. 

** 'Twas thCn that vision stole into my breast, 

So spiritual, so perfect, pure, and sweet ; 
And ail in glad surprise, I thought how blest 

Would my life be if I could only meet, 
Within this breathing world, a créature rare, 

Like that so exquisite, so youDg, so bright ; 
With such a gift of song — such forehead fair — 

Sttch proud, pure eyes, full of deep, shadowy light ! 
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*' The vision haunted me ! and soon became 

A part of every thought and hope in lif<^— 
And I forgot the mockery of famé— 

Its followers, its bittemess, its strife — 
And went forih with a wildly thrilling heart 

To seek, and find, and wed my spirit-loye, 
Whoee sweet face of my dreamîng was a part, 

Whose spiritual grâce seemed stolen from aboyé. 

" I went abroad — ^and wandered far and long 

In search of her — ^my blessed spirit-bride ; 
I mingled in fiill many a brilliant throng, 

Where were assembled loveliness and pride. 
Bewildering eyes looked softly into mine — 

Bright lips breathed low, sweet music on the air ; 
Rich tresses their luxuriant wealth did twîne 

Around young brows most eloquentty fair. 

" And peerless forms with gliding steps went by ; 
And softer beauty stole behind the while ; 
And dazzling haughtiness before my eye 

Melted its cunning lip into a smile. 
Bewildering sweetness slept like a still dream 
Upon pure foreheads stainless as the snow ; 
And deep, dark eyes looked out with dewy gleam 
From timid lashes lifted soft and slow. 

'' But nôt the breathing charm of glowing lips^ 

Nor the magnificence of midnight eyes, 
Nor brows whicb did the pearls they wore éclipse, 

Nor the mute éloquence which sonntimes lies 
Within a smile, nor the exquisite grâce 

Of tiny feet upon rich carpets prest, 
Could take away the beautifûl young face 

Whose holy sweetness lay within my breast 

** Wearied with searching for its owner there, 
Amid such haimts of splendor and of pride. 
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I left tbe crowded halls, whose beings rare 
But made me sigh for mj own perfect bride. 

Then in each lovely clirae I wandered long, 

Witb thoughts to meet her in some land of flowers — 

Perchance, in * Italy's bright. land of song/ . 
Or 'neath tbe starry blossoms of Spain's bowers. 

" I never wandered where tbe skies were bright, 

Or where the roses seemed to be more fiiir, 
Nor stood where ruined fanes rose on tbe skght ; 

Nor thrilled to gaze upon some sunset rare, 
Nor climbed to some sublime or dizzy height, 

Nor marked a river rolling in its pride, 
Nor mused on the still splendor of the night, ' 

But that I wisbed thee, sweet one, at my side. 

'* Tfaree years stole down into my spirit's halls, 

Bringing rich jewels on their flowing dresa. 
And made them there a home, whose pictured walls 

Glowed with the rarest tints of loveiiness. 
Soft skies, and tinted clouds, and golden air. 

And shadowy haunts, and dimpled waves of light. 
And scènes of deep sublimity were there, 

Mingled with broken gleams of ail things bright. 

" And that one image ! but its counterpart 

I sought for vainly in each sunny spot ; 
Yet with a deeper feeling my wild heart 

Clung to.^the tbought that would not be forgot. 
Then homeward to my own sweet land I tumed — 

Blessed be the stars that light it from above ! 
Blessed every heart which ever toward it yeamed. 

For hère I met thee, sweet spirit-love ! 

" And when I saw thee, heard thee, clasped thee first — 
Held thee, thyself, unto my thrilling breast, 
The wild delirium of joy that burst 

Upon my soûl, words never hâve expressed ! 
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The deepest éloquence tbat language owns — 
The. richest power of musîc, ne'er can tell, 

Smce that sweet hour when first I heard thy toDes, 
How dear thou art to me, my own Adel !" 



PART SSOOND. 

The loyers parted for a little time — 
Oh, hapless parting ! Yet one had but gone 
To make a Paradise for hia young bride — 
To gather birds and flowers to bis borne — 
To hang bis palace walls witb pictures rare— 
To place ricb gifts and music in ber room — 
To load tbe polisbed sbelyes witb cboicest books. 
And blend refinement witb tbe lavisb wealtb 
Profusely scattered tbrougb that lovely home ! 
And when tbe fruit bung golden on the trSes, 
And tbe bnght air of autumn wound tbe leaves 
Whose gorgeous bues robed eartb in loveliness. 
And made soft, dreamy sbadows on ber breast. 
And ail the air was full of a sweet sound 
Made by tbeir rustling music, then wàs be 
To claim tbe mistress of that fairy place. 

Adel was slowly pacing to and fro 
Upon a green bank by the river -side, 
Where first tbey met. The faint wind waved ber hair. 
And sent tbe leaflets fluttering to ber feet, 
Tbat like brigbt butterflies, perched on tbe trees 
And humming to each otber, swung aboyé, 
Her tiny footsteps beedless pressed tbem down 
Into tbe mossy turf ; and those brigbt curls 
Wore not tbe glowing wreatb sbe loved to weave 
Of autumn glory, m ber idle bours, 
Was tbat young créature, witb tbe musing stepi 
Dreaming of future bappiness and love — 
Dwelling upon tbe coming bridai hour — 
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Hfer heart ail trembling with delicious joy 
Mingled with timid fears ? 

Upon that brow, 
So proud and pure, and once so shadowless^ 
A troubled darkness lay ; the sweet young lip 
Would quiver for a moment, and then grow 
As still and mute as marble ; and lier cheek 
Was whiter than a lily's, and her eyea, 
When ever and anon she raised them up, 
As if beseechingly to the blue sky, 
Were dark with an expression of despair 
And an unspoken anguish. Tightly twined 
Were her small, slender fingers, with a clasp 
That pressed the crimson blood most painfully 
Through their clear nails. 

In broken murmurings 
From thèse quivering lips came forth the words, 
Telling to the gay trees and the bright air^ 
And ail the beautiful and heedless scène, 
Of the wild sorrow that had corne and hushed 
The love and trust of her young, passionate soûl. 

" Oh, shining leaves, I would ye ffeU 

To cover my dark grave ! 
I would I dared to pray to Heaven 

To take the life it gave ! 
Oh, river ! murmuring river ! 

Flowing bright, and cold, and deep, 
Can your low song sing the anguish 

In my aching heart to sleep ? 
Never ! never ! earth is mournful ! 

AU things mock my weary sight I 
I tum away from sunny skies — 

From hope, and love, and light ! 
Joy's radiant wing is folded ; 

It will never wave again ! 
Bright the hour when I met ihee. 

Oh, impassioned Clarence Yane ! 
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Like tbe fullness of that gladness 

Is the wildness of this pain ! 
I was artless whea yoa sought me ; 

I was but a dreaming child ; 
Bat y ou woke my inner spîrit 
' To dévotion deep and wild. 
On the altar in my bosom — 

Laid I down my priceless trust — 
But tbe boly shrine is broken, 

And tbe gift lies in tbe dust ! 
Not as otbers I esteemed thçe. 

But so gifted and so grand, 
Tbat upon tby placid forebead 

Did I fear to lay my hand ; 
And my love and révérence blended 

Witb a radiance purer far, 
Tban tbe ligbt yet undescended 

From tbe circle of a star. 
In one glorious river gliding, 

Ev'ry Word and every tbougbt, 
In its bosom jewels biding, 

To tby soul's deep fountaîn brougbt 
AU tbe wealtb of my affection, 

AU émotions pure and deep, — 
As ail waves in one direction 

To tbe océan onward sweep. 
I blessed you wben you beld my bands, 

And looked into my face ; 
I blessed you wben you folded me 

In a mute, busbed embrace ; 
I blessed you wben your fervid lips 

Were pressed upon my brow ; 
I loved you — but ob ! agony ! 

I dare not love you now ! 
Wby did they come, tbose dearest onesy 

And wbisper m my ear 
The words of fearful meaning. 
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Tliat I shuddered but to hear ? 
They told me of such hatefol things 

In ail thy bygone life ; — 
They said no woman pure and good 

Should ever be thy wife ! 
And o'er my girlish innocence 

Distrustful shadows flung. 
And o'er love's, sunny radiance 

A cloud of sorrow hung ! 
Oh ! bitter, bitter knowledge, 

At my bosom entered in ! 
I can not love thee, Clarence Yane» 

Thy soûl is stained with sin ! 
Oh ! winning was your éloquence» 

And earnest was your tone, 
When telling of the rosy path 

Your steps of life had known ! 
And when I listened to your words 

My bosom 'swelled with pride» 
That / snould be your chosen one — 

Your spirit-love ! your bride ! 
I worshiped the great oral power 
That chained the sîlent throng ; 
I loved the golden lyre that thrilled 

With wild and passionate song. 
And when, with half-averted eyes, 

You spoke of ladies fair ; — 
Of sweet, bewildering loveliness. 
And grâce and beauty rare ; — 
And how you turned away from ail 
With careless heart and cold ;— 
In simple, girlish innocence, 

I trusted ail you told. 
Oh ! hapless fate ! oh ! cruel fate ! 

That perfect love like mine 
Should hâve been given trustingly 

At an unhallowed shrine ! 
False ! you will mock me with that word» 
16 
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Oh ! wild, proud Clurence Vane ! 
You'U taunt mu with this faithlessness, 

Unknowing of this pain ! 
Ând we must meet in bitterness, 

Who in full faith did part ! 
Why should I heed reproach or scom 

Breathed by thy lips of art ? 
And y et I knew tbat thy strong soûl 

Gives purest love to me— 
Can I not tell a star in heayen 

From a star in the sca ? 
I feel that did an angel sit 

And smile upon my brow. 
No holier your tendemesa 

Could be to me than now ; 
But still I cast that love away— - 

I banish my sweet trust — 
I can not soil my soul's white wings 

By stooping them to dust ! 
If your great mind bas been for years 

In earthly fetters bound — 
If you bave stooped your lofty flight» 

Base fires to âutter round — 
What ! though from your soiled pinions 

You shake the groveling weight ; — 
What ! though you now soar tp the stars, 

/ can not be your mate ; 
Ay ! deck your glittering palace 

With a lover's gentle pride — 
And dream of wild dévotion — 

And murmur of your bride — 
Oh ! proud and passionate Clarence ! 

You will never call me wife I 
Earth is moumful as the cofiàn. 

And pale sorrow shrouds my life !" 

The beautiful young moumer hid her face 
In her small hands, and sank upon the earth. 
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Her tresses stole to kîss the silvery moss, 
And her white dress laid daintily and light 
Upon bright, crisping leaves — the river sang — 
The sky was soft, and fresh, and délicate — 
The breeze went by, and its invisible wings 
Were laden with perfanie and melody — 
They were a mockery ! 

Her lip was mute. 
But there was something fraught with agony 
In the still drooping of her slender form, 
And the white face lying in her cold hands. 

The Sun went down and the wind asleep^ 
And the sky shut its twilight eyelids close, 
While eveniDg made her toilette. She came forth, 
Shining ail over with soft, radiant gems. 
And éloquent in peace and loveliness ; 
The dimpling bosoms of the silver waves 
Swelled full of melody in pnûse of her. 
And the dark shadows crept beneath the trees 
To hide away from her clear, azuré eyes. 
Those deep, still eyes were on the stricken girl — 
The pure, proud, beautiful girl, whose first wild grief 
Was knowledge of the evil in man's heart : 
An agony awoke the bright young dreams 
Which lay within her bosom, thrilled with bliss. 
And turned them into sorrows, when her soûl 
Bent, shudderîng, to hear the words of friends 
Blending his name with images of sin 
She had not known existed. Him-— oh ! him ! 
To whom she gave snch trust and révérence ! 
Such perfect, eamest, spiritual love ! 
Her heart shrank back from the black altar-place 
Where its sweet wealth was laid — she could not gîve 
Her sacred offerings where unholy fires 
So long had burned ! Her very artlessness 
And innocence of evil caused her grief I 
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So bitterly came knowledge to a heart 
Ail radiant witb purity and love. 
And thrilling with wild music — ^like a harp 
Just touched in beaven and sent, quivering 
Witb its unutterable pielody, to eartb. 

Tbe starry influence of tbe sbining nigbt. 
And tbe low murmur of tbe passing waves, 
Sootbed, like a blessing, tbe wild, acbing grief 
Of tbe sweet, desolate mourner. Tenderly 
Tbe starligbt stole to kiss ber pallid brow, 
Tbe trees rcacbed down tbeir arms caressingly, 
And tbe brigbt river bade ber not to grief 
In tones of gentleness untaugbt by art. 
Tbe beautiful love sbattered so cruelly 
By eartby fingers, bere seemed proffered ber 
By tbe sweet angel-spirits of tbe night. 
Pale, placid, and subdued, tbe young girl rose — 
Her sweet face lifted to tbe sappbire sky. 
And ber dark, moumful eyes surpassing tbought 
In tbeir deep, pleading éloquence, upraised?— 
And soflly folding ber wbite, slender bands 
Upon ber weary bosom, prayed for peace ! 

> PARTTHIRD. 

" Break not ! break not ! break not, migbty beart, 

Witb tbis fierce anguisb rending ail tby strings ! 
Back ! agonizing fires wbicb from ît start. 

Ere tbis wild torture wbicb my spirit wrings, 
Sbows itself on nay brow or in my eye — 

Back ! back ! into my beart ! ye may bum tbere 
Till every feeling dotb in asbes lie. 

But not a trace of pain my |^row shaîl wear ! 

" To find Tier false ! ob, anguisb unexpressed ! 

Be still, proud beart, be still I wben will tbis burst 
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Of awful agony pass from my breaist ? 

This suffering racking me must be the worst 
Of mental pain that man can live and bear ! 

Another pang would kill me ; and to die, 
And let her know the depth of my despair — 

Better live on in endless agony ! 

" False ! false ! O God of heaven ! is this so ? 

And has another kissed that brow so bright, 
And held those tiny hands of moulded snow, 

And drank from those soft eyes their dewy light ! 
Peace, tortured soûl ! why did I dream of her 

For years and years before I saw her face ? 
Why did my fiery soûl its proud depths stir 

To give to her alone its hallowed place ? 

" Burn on, fierce fire, in my consuming heart, 

Till every thought of her — till every dream 
And every hope in which she had a part 

Hâve perished in thy fearful, molten stream. 
Ashes ! ashes ! ashes alone are left ! 

Each feeling and each passion hâve expired ! 
The fire of this day's anguish has bereft 

My heart of every thing it once desired. 

'' Tears ? no, my tears are at their fountain dried — 

It sends no dew to cool my burning eyes ; 
The only passion that remains is pride. 

And that upon my brow in mockery lies. 
Now I can taunt her ! I can look unmoved 

Upon the loveliness a star might wear ! 
Can mock her with the deathless love thus proved^ 

While writhing sneers my lip and brow shall bear. 

" And life, henceforth, shall be a hollow somid — 
The springs which ail its arrogance control — 
Its emptiness — ^its nothingness IVe found ! 
No gentle thrill shall ever move my soûl I 
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Bright dreams and lovely visions, yc are gone ! 

My once high beart lies burnt upon your shrine ' 
Oh, mockery ! that I should deem that one 

Of truth and purity could e'er be mine ! 

' Ah ! glorious aspirations, where are ye ? 

Ob, radiant bopes and blest, wbere bave ye flown? 
Oh, beart ! most mighty beart, once proud and free ? 

Oh, starry dream of love ? ail gone ! ail gone ! 
A dumb, cold, aching hollow is your grave — 

No beautiful émotion there doth dwell ! 
The boliest, highest love that man e'er gave 

I lost wben I lost tbee, oh, false Adel ! 

' But shall I moum tbee or thy treacbery ? 

Am I a woman to bewail my fate ? 
Shall I sigh over this great misery. 

And of my sorrow piteously prate ? 
No ! every tone shall freeze like dropping ice, 

And she shall shrink from my cold, steady eye, 
And dainty scom my chosen words shall spice, 

While mockery ùpon my lip doth lie !" 

Gorgeous and glowing, from the silver lamp 
Depending from the ceiling, fell the light 
Over the luxury of that rich room, 
Deepening the roses bloommg in the tuft 
Of the soft, yielding carpet — ^ligbting up 
With golden glory the emblazoned names 
Glittering o*er the array of rare, choice books 
On the dark, polished sbelves — ^kissing the brows 
Of lovely statues, smiling from each niche 
Most gloriously like life — and lingering 
Over rich paintings and bright, perfumed flowers 
Drooping in antique vases — ^glowingly 
The soft light flooded the magnificent scène. 
Beneath the sparkling lamp the speaker stood ; 
The fatal missive of the gentle girl 
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Lay on the floor, trodden beneath his feet. 
Sculpture a hollow form of cold, still stone. 
Transparent, stern, immovable, and pale. 
And kindle a wild, burning fire within — 
So did the mighty pain burn in his heart. 
And glow through his still features, as he stood 
With folded arms and high, proud, pallid form. 
His voice had died away 'mid shadows dim 
In distant nooks of the luxurious* room, 
And silently the fire consumed within him. 

Then spirits came to haunt the hollow void 
Where once a great heart throbbed — pride and despair 
Wrestled within his bosom, and his face 
Grew fearfully contorted with their might. 
Now Pride looked ont from his deep, flashing eye. 
And sat a moment on his haughty brow ; 
Anon Despair gleamed wildly in his glance. 
And shrieked and quivered on his ashy lip. 

Another spirit, wilder than the.rest, 

Then rpse within him — Shadow of the Past 

And taunted him with hateful memories. 

Moaning in bitterness, the proud man sank 

Upon the floor in crouching agony, 

And pleaded with those mocking shapes of sia 

To leave' him to the fearful punishment 

Of his own hollow loneliness — in vain ! 

His brow lay on the letter he had cast 

In madness' 'neath his feet — his hands were pressed 

Convulsively o'er his hot, tearless eyes — 

There was no " angel présence" near him then ! 

The words his forehead touched had broke foreyer 

The silvery chain that bound his wayward soûl 

To purity, and peace, and innocence ! 

Wildly he pleaded with rebuking shapes 

That rose before the vision of his soûl I 

Insensible things, glittering in that gay room» 
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Seemed shaken bj his low, wild, aching tones : 

The flowers bent down, and drooped, and fainting, died : 

A barp-string snapped and broke, and a lute sighed; 

Dark shadows sbivered in tbe fitful ligbt, 

And ail tbe crysials in tbe sbining lamp 

Sbut up tbeir sparkling ejes, and looked no more 

Upon bis prostrate anguisb — ail was dark. 

Still struggled tbrougb tbe gloom bis passionate voice ! 

" Ob ! mocking memories ! wby baunt me now ? 

Ob I pbantoms of tbe past, tbat round me rise, 
Te know not bow yoar présence bums my brow 

And taunts to agony my sbrinking eyes ! 
Leaye me ! ob, leave me ! ye reproacbful band, 

Wby do you stand and gaze on my despair ? 
Wby do you circle round me, band-in-band, 

Pale, saddened spirits, once so brigbt and faû*? 

" I know ye ail ! I know wbo wrougbt your fate — 

This rétribution is too great to beav ! 
If ye are pale/ and sad, and desolate — 

Look on ! and sbudder at my great despair ! 
Te will not pity me ! sucb as I gave 

Of cold, false, bollow prêteuse, gîve you me ! 
Away 1 away I pale pbantoms of tbe grave ! 

Taunt not tbe wildness of my misery. 

" Ob, Ina ! Ina ! vision wbite and fair ! 

How pale and sweet tbou dost before me rise ; 
I bear tbe pleading tbat tby lip dotb bear — 

I see tbe agony in tbose soft eyes ! 
And nôw I see thee mute and still in deatb, 

Tby golden curls dark witb tbe dripping wave, 
Tby young, sweet lip robbed of its loving breatb, 

Tby fairy forn)i in a disbonored grave ! 

" And tbou, proud, broken-bearted Isidore ! 

Tby wild reproacb, tby scom, and tby strange curs^— 
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Away ! away I this suiOFering is more 

Than thy wild prayer invoked for me^ far worse 

Than any nature less than mine could brook, 
Or even dream of in its maddest power ! 

Away ! with that dark, scomful, fearful look. 
And leave me to the anguish of this hour! 

'* Ye haunting spirits of the past, away ! 

Eyes once so soft now burn my very soûl 1 
I can not hope — I can not sleep — ^nor pray I 

Wild phantoms hâve me in their dark control. 
Pride ! pride ! where hâve you flown, my boasted pridel 

My brain is agony — my soûl is hell ! 
In vain my soûl thèse visions has defied — 

Oh, this despair— Adel ! Adel ! Adel !" 



PART FOURTH. 

By a Venetian window stood Adel — 
Her soft, deep eyes tumed witb a pensive look 
IJpon a sunset, rarely beantîful. 
One round and snowy arm held back the folds 
Of a rich, crimson curtain, wbose warm glow ' 
Tinged with a deeper color the young cheek 
Resting against tbe casement. 

Purer still. 
And bolîer than ever, was her brow — 
Her eyes were deeper and more angel-like, 
And her sweet lîp more placid and less brigbt — 
Her form more fragile even than of yore — 
Her manner so subdued and spiritual — 
Herself the ezquisit^ embodiment 
Of pnrity, and loveliness, and grâce — 
So sadly, softly beauUful she stood. 

The muflSed écho of a coining step, 
Wrapped up in roses from the Persian loom, 
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Stole through the faîr apartment ; bnt Adel 

Listed not the soft écho 'mid its flowers. 

Her thoughts were with her eyes, on the gay pky — '- 

Her dreams ,were with the sunset — ^purple, and gold, 

And crimson palaces she built in air, 

With her wild fancies for the artisans. 

And when she thought what spirit she would choose 

To dwell with her beneath their gorgeous roofs, 

She sighed, and her lip quivered moumfuUy. 

But still she mused on beautiful, bright things — 

With not a throb of her impassioned heart — 

With not a tremble of her délicate hand — 

Nor quiver of the lashes sweetly raised — 

Nor startHng of the color în her cheek, 

To tell her that hb stood almost besidelier — 

That the dark eyes of Clarence Yane were fixed 

Upon the éloquence of her fair face ! 

Stilly he stood, and read her musing mood. 
He saw that ail was beautiful and pure — 
That her young heart had tumed away from him 
Because he was unworthy — that her soûl 
Was blessed with holy peace — the blessed peace 
That was denied unto his fevered brain. 
Wild waves of bittemess swept o'er his soûl ; 
Her quiet mood was madness to his own — 
Her placid face was torture, when his own 
Had grown so furrowed in his agony ! 
One burning will, to crush her by the weight 
Of scorn and pride, held his wild passions down — 
Coldly and mockingly his dark eye smiled. 
And his lip curled maliciously — 

"Adeir 
The fair girl started from her rosy dreams. 
And the faint flush upon her cheek went down 
At the first sound of that cold, mocking voice. 
Love ! lote ! how fearful is thy power ! 
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Sbe had tfaought that Clarence was no more 
Than the wild wind to her — ^that every link 
That bound her soûl to his had broken been 
By .the abhbrrence of his sinful past — 
That the dafk, striigglîng anguish of her soûl 
Had been subdued forever — ^yet oh ! now, 
The very instant that her eyes met his, 
She PELT.the spell upon her ! A strange thrill I 

Crept round her sinking heart — the weary past | 

' ,.Wa3 aH forgotten, and she only felt 

His- présence ! Why stood he thus and soûled ? 

The ]ife seemed fainting in her heart ; her lip 

Spoke not, but with uneven step she came | 

And leaned her forehead on his throbless breast ! 

No Word, and no caress ! And summoning strength i 

She lifted up her face and looked in his. 

Cold were his eyes, and stem his altered brow, ! 

And his fine lips were curled into a sneer. { 

He thought to crush with coldness and contempt | 

The gentle spirit of the gifted girl ; 1 

And for a moment she was powerless 

With sorrow, not with dread. She clung to him 

With icy and faint grasp, her large, strange eyes 

Fized on his face, and murmured to herself, 

Slowly and soft, as in a painful dream : 

"He greets me with no loving word — 
His brow is stern with pride ; 
The stars our passionate vows hâve heard, 
^ Yet knows he not his bride ! 

My brow with anguish is distressed — 
My heart is fainting in my breast ; 
Yet soothes he not, and speaks he not ! 
I know — I know I am forgot !" 

Unconscious of her words was the young girl. 
In that dark moment of bewilderment 
Whcn love came back, unbidden, to her heart ; 
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It was as well ; the eviVin his breast 
Had quenched tbe starry light of love forever ; 
The fate of one so good and beautiful 
Must not be blended witb so dark a fate. 
Wiih a cbill, bitter smi]e, be answered her : 

" I mucb regret this knowledge cornes so late ; 

I did not dream your missive was a jest ! 
But even in jest tbere sometimes lurks a fate, 

Preventing love like ours from being blest ; 
And as I deemed you earnest, I bad thougbt 

It was as well to seek another bride. 
The message witb sucb just rebukings fraugbt 

Was only play — you did not mean to cbide ? 

" Most bigbly I approve your faith and trust ; 

Nor caught nor held by slander's secret spring — 
What was it about stooping to the dust — 

Or *bout an eagle witb a dirty wing ? 
ITave you repented of your cruelty ? 

Hâve you forgotten what you so detest ? 
And do you prize me more tban purity f 

I can not realize I am so blest ! 

** But think not, pretty puritan, I could 

Require tbe sacrifice tbat you must make 
Of friends* approval and of ail that's good 

For a low lover's most unworthy sake. 
No ! no ! tbe proffered bliss I must décline, 

Thougb it should break my beart to say farewell ! 
Yet, if for love of me you still sbould pine, 

ru wed thee out of pity^ fair Adel !" 

Back from bis bosom bad the maiden sprang 
As bis first words startled her 'wildered ear. 
And stood up calm and strong, but deathly pale ; 
And when bis sneering lips grew bittérer still, 
Her slender form grew stronger in its pride ; 
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And the bright, haughtj ciirnson in her cheek 

Burnt clear and beautiful ; and her rich lip 

Curled outward in resentment, sweet and fulL 

And when he ceased, she stood and gazed on faim 

In silent scorn, most deep and withenng. 

Never a star looked on a petty flame 

With clearer lustér than her steady eye 

Answered the mock disdain that quaHed in his ! 

Never b queen so wore her régal crown 

As she her conscious purity and pride ! 

The tumult in his breast ]ay hushed and shamed 

Before that peerless majesty of mien — 

The lip that breathed of pity paled with awe 

Of the bright being that before him stood, 

So lofty in her beauty and her scorn ! 

But still pride struggled with a sensé of shame» 

And with a husky voice he would hâve spoke 

Still further his unmanly bitterness ; 

But with a matchless wave of her white hand 

And flashing eje, she uttered, clear and quick — 

" No more ! no more ! the spell is broke 
Which held me in its dizzy sway— 
My dream of thee at last bas woke 

To see thee in revealing day ! 
I can not mourn the spell is past 
Which held my Bpirit's powers fast — 
I can not mourn the real light — 
I scorn thee from my waking sight — 
Awayl away 

Obedient to that gesture of command, 
From her proud, glorious présence, with no word,. 
No sigh, and no farewell, young Clarence tumed. 
The soûls once blent in seeming perfectness 
Were riven apart forever — evermore ! 
Earth — earth ! thy mystery — thy agony 1 

17 



Digitized by 



Google 






194 



THE POET LOTERS. 



In tbe deep twilight, as it gathered 'round, 
Adel stood where he left her, with her hands 
Pressed tight upon her heart, and murmuriog 
In one same accent low, *' 'Tis o'er — 'tis o'er !" 
And from that hour she gathered up her strength, 
And grew more lofty and more beantiful, 
With ail her pride of genius and of soûl. 
She trusted not the world, nor hated it ; 
But with a peerless manner, and a brow 
Like snow in coldness and in puritj, 
She walked amid its throngs, confiding not» 
But loved and wondered at for starry gifts — 
A marble casket, ezquisitelj fair, 
With priceless jewels glittering therein ! 
At times she swept her ]yre with hand divine. 
And eagerly the world listed the stndns 
Thrilling its heart with their rare éloquence— 
So sweet, and soft, and passionate, and full ; 
And through the fineness of each délicate note 
A finer tone lingered on the 'tranced ear — 
A music moumfully and softlj strange, 
Like a faint dirge plajed upon higher keys. 
Or tear-drops falling on the spirit's wires. 

Hâve you ne'er seen a palace grand and high, 
And decked within by many cpstly things ? 
Pictures of beauty and bright buming lamps. 
And books of wisdom, and sweet, pleasant flowers, 
And many tall, fair mirrors, giving back 
A thousand times the splendor that they saw ? 
Like such a palace was proud Clarence Vane 
Before he met his beautiful Adel. 
But the fair habitants who should hâve been 
Within so bright a dwelling, had gone out, 
And lowly slaves were rioting within. 
Yirtue and Peace, and Truth and Eloquence 
Were frighted from its chambers—even Pride 
And stem Ambition fled the revelry 
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Of the dark slaves they could not fraternize. 
Passion, and Selfishness, and ail their brood 
^ Of tjrant evils feasted in that home, 
And tore the bocks of wisdom, and defaced 
The lovely piotures Fancy had designed, 
And crushed.the flowers of Purity, and quenched 
The burning lampa of Genius where they hung ! 
But a sweet angel-visitant then came. 
And with the aweing power ôf purity 
Walked through the palace, and the evils fled. 
With graceful hand the pictures she retouched, i 
Ee-lighted the dark lamps, re-wrote the books» 
And breathed new perfume m the withered flowers; 
And wheresoe'er she walked, the mirrors gave 
Only her own fair image pure and bright ; 
And this sweet angel was Spiritual Love ! 

-^ When she departed, desolate Despair 
Touched his wild torch to ail the lovely scène ; 
And while the fiâmes rose over ail within» 
Stood 'mid the fearful min, Samson-like, 
The maddened instrument of his own death. 
Yet who that stood and on that palace gàsed, 
With its proud, marble front so calm and cold, 
Would even dream that ail was dark within — 
AU hoUow, dreary, charred, and tenantless — 
Save by the ghosts of past magnificence ! 
But thus it was with Clarence, since the hour, 
When doubly desolate, rebuked, and still, 
He went forth from the présence of his love. 
His mighty heart became the sepulcher 
Holding the ashes of its own dead friends. 
And haunted by pale shadows of the past ; 
While mind, like a dumb slave, sat at the door,^ 
That none might know the désolation there ! 

if the young flowers of Adel's high heart^ 
Were laid upon a shrine that withered thenir 
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Should no more bloom be gathered ? While ber band 
• Witb mournful sweetness swept ber silver lyre, 
Attracted hy Us angel melody, 
A spirit came and bended at ber feet, 
Witb eamest love and gentle révérence— 
A spirit wortby to commune witb bers — 
Gifted and éloquent, and fui! of trutb ! 
And grateful for tbe bpmage ofifered ber, , 

- Wbile ail ber soûl quivered witb intense joy, 
8be yielded up tbe jewels of «be love 
Tbat would not blend witb darkness — and received, 
Witb blessmgs and witb prayers and eamest trust, 
A love and tendemess as deep and pure 
As tbe ricb ligbt tbat broods around a star. 



LELLA. 

SoFTLT sleeping, softiy sleeping, 
Wbere tbe graceful vines are creeping 
Witb tbeir tendrils intertwining — 
Wbere tbe dew ail day is sbining — 
Wbere a limpid stream is wending. 
And one aged tree is bending, 
And tbe gentle flowers are weeping, 
Softiy sleeping, softiy sleeping, 

Lella lies. 

Pale stars glisten, pale stars glisten, 
Blossoms bend tbeir beads to listen-^ 
In tbe old tree winds are toning 
Rustling music, sad and moaning — 
Moonbeams tbrougb tbe sbades are beanûng 
Wbere a cold wbite stone is gleaining-^ 
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Tell us "whj wbere vines are creeping, 
Softlj sleepÎDg, softly sleeping, 

Lellalies? 

Oft in childbôod, oft in cbildhood, 

Tired of rambling through the wildwood. 

In thèse very sweet recesses 

Lella nsed to braid ber tresses. ' 

Wben eacb curi and flower is linking, 

Into slumber watcb ber smking — 

Tiny feet from white robe peeping, 

Softly sleeping, aoftly sleeping, 

Lella lies. 

Now a maiden, now a maiden» 
Still ber curls witb flowers are laden, # 
Still sbe sits wbere buds are springing, 
Witb tbe wild birds gayly singing ; 
Love-ligbt on ber brow is beaming — 
Watcb ber in ber woman-dreaming — 
Cloads and sunsbine, smiles and weeping — 
Softly sleeping, softly sleeping, 

Lella lies, 

Like a flower, like a flower 
Fading in its woodland bower, 
Lella's form grew ligbt and ligbter, 
And ber yoong cbeek wbite and wbiter. 
Now no more wbere biris are singing, 
Her sweet, merry laugb is ringing, 
Nor wbere fair tbings watcb are keeping, 
Softly sleeping, softly sleeping, 

Lella lies. 

Waking never, waking never, 
Lella sleepetb now forever. 
Pale, and cold, and still sbe lîetb — 
Streamlet calls and bird replietb — 
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Still to-morrow and to-morrow 
Drooping willows weep in sorrow — 
Yet where glancing waves are leaping, 
Sof tly sleeping, sof tlj sleeping, 

Lellalies. 



ANOELS.« 



I DRSÀMSD that I was floating in a tiny boat and faîr — 
Floating — ^floating — softly floating through the bine and dreamy air ! 
And my boat wm but a sbining cloud of pure and pearly wbite, 
Witb its sails and graceful curvings tinted with a golden ligbt, 
And tbe gentle breatb of beaven moved it murmuringly along, 
With à ripple and a motion soft as swelling of a song. 
Sweetly, sweetly rose tbe music from tbe undulating air ; 
Softly to its rise and falling moved tbe snowy boat and rare ; 
Wbile, witbin its bosom resting did I dreammg float along, 
Till my beart kept time in beating to tbe motion and tbe song. 
Ab» bow dizzily delicious ! my wild puise would not be still ! 
Floating — ^floating — every motion tbrougb my being sent a tbrill ! 
Loosened were my flowing tresses, and tbey streamed upon tbe air 
Till tbey seemed to catcb tbe glory tbat was glowing every wbere ; 
And my form was draped in tissue, balf tbe lily, balf tbe rose — 
Just tbe color tbat tbe sunset tferougb a pearly vapor tbrows ! 
And a wreatb like sbining starligbt was around my forebead flung. 
And my lips were softly singing wbat tbe azuré ripples sung. 
How I wondered wby I floated tbrougb tbe etber's dizzy beîgbt— 
Wby my garments and my tresses grew so beautifully brîgbt ! 
And tbe more and more I wopdered ail tke music bad a sound 
As if " angeî — a'ngel — angel/** was murmuring ail around. 
Half deligbted and balf trembling, fuU of sweet, uncertain dread, 
I unconsciously repeated wbat tbe wbisper round me said. 
Angel? murmured I, inquiring, wben I saw, witb sudden start, 



Digitized by 



Google 



ANGELS. 199 



Tliat which sent the glad blood leaping in a torrent to my heart : 
Softly on my shoulders folded lay a pair of glittering wings, 
Pure and beautiful, and glancing like to living, breathing things ! 
Oh ! I longed yet feared to wave them, for it seemed as if they slept, 
•Though my shining tresses kissed them and upon tbeir brightness 

crept. 
Onward, onward m^ved my bright boat through the dreamy azuré 

air — 
Then I saw around me, rippling through the ether everywhere, 
Many and^many a pearly vessel with its gleam of golden light ; 
And in each one, softly singing, sat an angel pure and bright. 
Their wings like mine were folded, and their wreaths had such a 

glow. 
But their starry eyes moved never from the living world below. 
Then I knew that they were angels— ^guardian angels of the earth — 
That each angel watched a spirit from the moment of its birth ! 
Yhat they hovered o'er them ever, in the day and in the night, 
Lookipg ever ai their spirits with their eyes of living light. 
Each one had the pieasant power to bestow some gift of grâce 
On the soûl which it was guarding in its earthly dWelling-place. 
And no heart, however sinning, beat within a human breast. 
But that angel-gift still lingered like a holy thing and blest ! 
Then methought I saw the spirit that thenceforth was in my care — 
'Twas a bright and blessed infant, pure, and beautiful, and fair, 
Sleeping on its mother's bosom, with its eyes of dewy blue 
From their half-unclosing fringes like deep starlight shining through ; 
With its cheeks as soft as velvet, and its ringlets of brown hair 
Lying on its blue-veined temples and its forehead baby-fair. 
Oh ! the darling was so beautiful ! the mother's gaze of pride 
Grew dim with dewy lovingness — ^the tears'she could not hide 
Stole to her drooping lashes, and she murmured a low prayer 
That her babe might be forever thus — sinless, pure, and fair. 
Then I laid my angel-gift on the heart of the little child. 
And she opened her eyes so sweetly in her mother's face and smiled. 
It was not pride or beauty, or a princess' diadem. 
But the pearl of qhangeless modesty — a purer, holier gem. 
Then an angel glided by me whose gaze so still and deep 
Was in a silent chamber where a young girl lay aslcep. 
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That cbamber was Êunilîar, and I codd not tara away — 

Twas my own deserted being that upon the couch yet lay. 

I watched with breathless eagerness — from 'neath her starry wing, 

Tbe angel took a warbler, a bright aod radiant tbing. 

And with a tearful blessîng she sent it down to rest 

On the spirit-chords forever within the sleeper's breast 

Then darkness came npon me, the brightness left no trace, 

Down, down I felt me sinking throngh dark and dizzj space, 

Till I lay within my cbamber, and the moonlight's sil^er gleam 

Startled me from my slnmber, and I knew it was a dream ! 

And now since that sweet vision, forever at the sight 

Of any thing that's beantiful, or éloquent, or bright — 

At every tone of music, at good and gentle thîngs, 

I feel a flutter in my heart like the flattering of wings — 

And I hear a low, wild warble, so strangely soft and sweet, 

That with feelings inezpressible my ptdse doth faster beat ; 

And I wonld not give the music that it sings unto my sonl * 

For the dîamonds of Oolconda or a crowned queen's control 



FRAGMENT. 

From out the resUess waters of the sea 
The pale moon rises with her placid face — 
So from the restless beating of my heart 
A vision, fair^r than the moon, steals up. 
There were wild storms npon the sea last night ! 
Ils waters had a sound of woe and madness — 
So were there storms of passion in my heart 
That had a sound of muttering and moans ! 
The sea is full of light i^nd song this eve ; 
Ils waves breathe music as they kiss the shore — 
And so my heart îs melted in its mood, 
And murmurs e'er with tendcmess and peace ! 
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/ tkink my keart is îihe tke sea, my love, 




Forever andforever like tke sea/ 


' 


Like it in terror, and in power and depth — 




Like it in melody, and calm and light. 




Now I will sing to thee as the waves sing ; 




And in the articulate music of the words. 




That seek thy ear as ripples seek the shore, 




Shall be defined the vision of my soûl. 




That lises from its restless, beating depths, 




As the moon rises from the dimpling waves. 




INA. 




DiMPLKS play at hide-and-seek 




Upon Ina's crimson cheék — 




Like the bud which wild-bees sîp 




Is her red and restless lip. 




Soft brown tresses steal away 




On her slender neck to play — 




Lily white îs each round arm — 




Fairy is her girlish form. 


1 


Why is Ina blushing now ? 




Why 80 sobered her fair brow ? 




Why is her blue eyes thus hià 




So demurely by the lid ? 




Why those orange flowers bright. 




And that robe of spotless white ? 




We shall lose our village pride — 




Ina is to be a bride ! 




Why is Ina silent now ? 




Why so pallid her white brow î 


♦ 
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Why does tbe fringed lid tlms lie 
Moveless o'er ber radiant eye ? 
Why 80 colorless her cheek ? 
Tell us why sbe does not speak — 
Why cornes not her geatle breath ? 
Ina is tbe bride of death ! 

Wîthered is tbe orange wreath — 
Cold tbe forebead undemeath ! 
Corne, false bridegroom, wbo baib fled — 
Corne, and look upon tbe dead ! 
AU your terrors nanght avail — 
Heart is still and bosom pale ! 
Wail and moan ! you can not i 
Ina slumHers in ibe grave ! 



THE SILENT SHIP. 

Wb were sitting in tbe starligbt, by tbe gliding river's side-^ 
He, a spirit pure and eamest — ^I, bis sacred spirit-bride — 
Sitting in tbe boly starligbt falling from tbe jeweled sky 
O'er tbe water just beneath us, flowing brigbt and silent by. 
There was sometbing dim and dreamy, and so solemn in tbe air, 
And tbe eartb was l3âDg sweetly in ber slumber Still and fair ; 
And ber breath bad grown so quiet that a fold it did not stir 
Of tbe green luxurious curtain drooping graceful over ber. 
Silent dew and silent starligbt, silent eartb and silent sky — 
AU was bushed save one faint murmur of tbe river flowing by — 
And one low, dear tone of music, wbispering in my thrilling ear, 
Words so dreamlike in their beauty, that my soûl could» only 

hear; 
Words so éloquent and gentle, that 1 never may forget — 
Tbey are ringing in sweet melody within my spirit yot ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE BILENT SHIP. 203 



In the dim, delicious silence, even the water feU asleep, 

Lookîng bright, and pure, and placid, and immeasurably deep ; 

And subdued by this strange beauty, tbe communer by my side 

Husbed bis spiritua] revealings, and sat voiceless by bis bride. 

How beautiful tbe stillness ! tbîs intense yet softened rest ! 

A perfect sensé of bappiness thrilled deep 'witbin eacb breast ! 

Wben as we watcbed tbe^ tremble of tbe starligbt on tbe stream 

From out tbe sbadow of a curve ail noiseless as a dream, 

Ail slowly, softly, silently, ail spirit-like and clear, 

Gliding tbrougb tbe gently parting waves a vessel did appear. 

We busbed our breatb — we .busbed our bearts — ^no ecno of a sound 

Came in tbrougb tbe dim loveliness, tbe solemn air around ! 

We gazed upon tbe silent sbip — no sign of life was tbere, 

Yet on it glided gracefully, ail tall, and straigbt, and fair ! 

We saw tbe ripples break away and lose tbemselves in ligbt, 

As gently but unwaveringly it stole upon our sigbt ; 

We saw eacb slender spar and mast defîned against tbe sky. 

As slowly, softly, silently, it pbantom-like went by. 

A feeling of sublimity, wbicb could not be expressed, 

Sank beavy tbrougb tbe breatbless busb upon eacb tbroblèss 

breast — 
A sensé of sometbing beautiful, yet almost to be feared. 
As slowly, softly, silently, tbe strange sbip disappeared. 
"Sybil" was breatbed upon my ear in one low tbrilling tone. 
And I felt tbe clasping of a band grow tigbter on my own. 
It was enougb — witbin our soûls eacb felt that sbip to be 
An emblem of our spirit-love — our mingled destiny ! 
It seemed so like a hallowed spell, so like a lovely dream, 
Witb lingering steps we turned away from tbe star-ligbted stream ; 
Its beauty was so strange, and wild, and inexpressible, 
Tbat after many days bad passed we found no words to tell 
Our tbougbts of dreamy loveliness and certainty it gave, 
Tbat tbus our still, deep, spirit-love sbould glide upon life's wave. 
Clouds now are o'er our silent sbip, and not one starry gleam 
Falls softly tbrougb tbe sbadows tbat dim life's troubled stream ; 
Tbere are storm&i, and clouds, and darkness, but I tremble not 

witb fear. 
For our sbip wîll glide unsbaken on till tbe stars again appear. 
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Such thoughts as thèse that silent ship within our sonls awoke» 
Are prophecies too sure and deep to be by darkness broke ; 
And whether there be storms or not, our spirits linked must be, 
' Till our bark is moored in safety in the far Ëtermty. 



THERE IS A DREAM I CHERISH. 

YouTHPUL bearts will seek romances — 
Youthful bearts will bave their fancies ; 
And tbere is a dream I cberish 

That is with me ail the day, 
Of a grand old tree that springeth 
Whero its waving foliage flingeth 
A soft shadow on the casement, 

Where I muse the hours away— 
A soft shadow, weary never 
' Of its ligbt and shifting play« 

Tbis I dream — an angel spirit 
Is forever bovering near it. 
And within it and above it, 

With a mission from the sky 1 
For tbe old tree seems to love me, 
As it waves its boughs above me 
With a faint and gentle murmur, 

Or a low and saddened sigh ; 
For it seems to guard and cherish 

Even tbe way ward dreamer — ^I I 

Tbere's a wbisper and a blessmg 

In tbe beautiful caressing 

Of the leaves that stoop to kiss me 
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As I lean upon the sill ; 
And iheir murmur makes a feeling 
That on eartb hath no revealing. 
But that sleepeth in my bosom 

Mute and éloquent and still. 
And their touch upon my forehead 

Wakes a strangely pleasant thrîll. 

Where the topmost boughs are swîngîng. 
And the waving leaves are singing 
One lovr song of love foreyer 

To the azuré up on hîgh, 
Does my soûl delight to hov.er, 
With the cool leaves for a cover, 
Besting in a swaying cradle, 

Looking up into the sky ! 
With a motion soft as music 

Swaying in the tree-top hîgh ! 

how blest îs my wild spîrit, 
When no earthly ttiought is near ît, 
As it lies 'mid dreama and visions 

In the arms of the old tree ! 
AU the whispering leaflets bless it. 
And the wild wind doth caress it. 
And the soft and dreamy azuré 

Can my spirit only see ; * 

And that seems to grow and deepen 

Into strange infinity. 

But there îs a solemn hour . 
When the tree hath wilder power — 
In the deep and starry midnight, 

When I sit and watch the sky — 
When the foliage moans and shivers. 
And the starlîght o'er it quivers, 
And the shadows creep and tremble 

O'er the casement where they lie— 
18 
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.Then the shadow and the whisper 
Thrîll my souI with mystery ! 

When the summer day is breaking. 
And the earth is slowly waking — 
When I throw the shutter open 

To the morning fresh and faîr, 
And the spray doth bend before me, 
Dashing shining dew-drops o'er me, 
While the little leares a-laughing« 

Clap their bright hands in the aîr. 
As the perfumed shower of jewels 

Sparkles in my unbound hair. 

Oh ! I know no monarch olden 
Wore a crown so brightly golden 
Nor a robe so ricbly crimson 

As the tree that loves me wore, 
When the air was bright and dreaming. 
And the heavens were blue and gleaming 
In the glorious days of autumn, 

That, alas, are now no more ! 
Then its murmur grew so moumful 

As the sunny hoars passed o'er. 

Therefore, as my wayward spirit 
Is foçever blessed when near it, 
As it seems .to know and love me. 

And is so beloved by me — 
As its every whisper thrills me 
And its midnight shadow fiUs me 

With a thought of mystery — 
Do I think some angel mission 

Hovers ever in that tree ! 
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LINES TO A POETESS. 

Oh ! poetess — ^young poetess ! 

lady fair and rare ! 
There is sweet starlight in tbine eyes, 

Brigbt sunlight in thy hair ; 
There is soft music on thy lip. 

And radiance on thy brow ; 
Earth knoweth not a form of light 

More exquisite than thou. 

I love to see the shadows start 

And deepen in thine eyes ; 
I love to watch theh: 'wildering wealiih 

Of lashes slowly rise ; 
And mark the wild throb of thy beart 

Go flushing to thy cheek — 
Thy restless lips' strange éloquence 

That scarcely needs to speak ! 

And oh ! . the glorious purity 

And pride of thy young face ! * 

The murmur of tbe passionate words, 

The witchery of thy grâce ! 
Most beautiful ! most beautiful ! 

How dare I love thee se, 
Where love to sucb a beart as mine» 

Is surely only woe ? 

For love of mine for sympatby 

Too passionate is, and deep ; 
My lyre-strings when I toucb them break, 

And wben I sing I weep ; 

mingle tears with starry tbougbts, 

And sighs with wild sweet dreams, 
And ail my hopes go stilly by, 

Like blossoms down dark streams. 
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And thoa— ob, thou ! I sometimes feai 

Wilt learn that song of Fate, 
That links witb every happy note 

One sad and desolate ; 
For tbrough tbe ^tarligbt of tbine eyes 

I see tbe world it bides — 
Tbat by tbe fountains of its song 

A wild, wild spirit bides. 

From wbere tbou sbinest in ihy pride, 

I sadly sit apart. 
And gatber up tby smiles to glad 

My twiligbt gloom of beart. 
I can not take from tbee my eyes, 

Tbese sad propbetic eyes, 
O'er wbicb I*often wisb tbe lids 

Migbt never, never rise. 

I see tby glorious lip of red, 

Tby lip of love and pride. 
And in its quiver read tbe tbougbt 

Tby Word s percbance would bide; 
I mark tbe éloquence of tby brow, 

Tbe cbanging of tby face ; 
In tbe soft wreatbing of tbine arms 

I read tby spirit's grâce. 

rare, pure, radiant poetess ! 

Tby spell of life is love ! 
May be wbo winds it witb bis own 

Be watcbed by eyes above. 
My tbougbt of tbee, ob I sweet young girl, 

Witb sucb deep care is fraugbt, 
Tbat words would surely turnto tears 

In mockery of tbat tbougbt. 
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MTONIGHT. 

Onb by one, in slow succession, 

The twelve hours hâve floated by, 
• Circling, in a still procession. 

Round a glittering throne on high : 

Handmaids to the solemn midnight 

As she walketh up the sky. 

With a motion slow and peerless, 
Up she glideth through the air, 

Mutely perfect, smileless, tearless, 
Hushed, and wonderfully fair — 

Pausing, in her quiet splendor, 

Where her twelve attendants are. 

AU the stars their brows uncover, 

Ail the breezes die away, 
AU the hours which round her hover 

Stand in dim and mute array ; 
For the midnight, pure and placid, 
Eneeleth on her throne to pray. 

Grand beyond the power of telUng 
Is the midnight in her prayer — 

AU sublimity has dwelling 
On her brow serenely fair ; — 

Brighter than the crown of jewels 

Bound upon her raven hair. 

She is asking for a blessing 

On the earth that dreams below, 

And the leaves, their boughs caressing, 
Cease their waving to and fro — 

And the murmuring, trilling streamlet 

Seems to sing more soft nnd slow. 
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Her pure eyes are upwàrd beaming. 
And her pale hacds folded lie — 

Oh ! how beautîful this seeming 
Of the queen of ail the sky, 

Meeklj asking, 'mid her glory, 

From the greater power on high. 

In her dim and holy présence , 

The still world has grown more still, 

And soft silence' subtile essence 
Seems the breathless air to fiU, 

Till the hushed heart of création 

Scarcely dares with awe to thrill. 

In serene, subduing splendor, 

When her time of prayer has flown, 

Through the circle that attend her, 
She descendeth from her throne — 

Glidîng westward from the zénith, 

As they foUow, one by one. 

Ail the stars their faces cover, 
AU the flowers droop with teai;s, 

And the breezes round them hover 
With a whispered taie of fears, 

As the Midnight Queen retireth. 

And the King of Day appears. 

Were I but a star in heaven, 

Or a little flower, alone, 
I would worship, every even, 

The sweet midnight on her throne ; 
But a worship yet more perfect 
Hath the liying spirit known. 
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THE SPIRIT OF MY SONG. 

Tkll me — hâve you ever met her — 

Met the spirit of my song — 
Hâve her wave-like footsteps glided 

Through the city's worldly throng? 
You will know her by a wreath, 

Woven ail of starry light, 
That is lying 'mid her haïr — 

Braided hair as dark as night. 

A short band of radiant summers 

Is upon her forehead laid, 
Twining half in golden sunlight, 

Eeepmg half in dreamy shade; 
Five white fingers clasp a lyre, 

Five its silvery strings awako. 
And bewildering to the soûl 

Is the music that they make. 

Though her glances sleep Uke shadows 

'Neath each falling, silken lash, 
Yet at aught that wakes resentment, 

They magnificently flash. 
Though you loved such dewy dream-light. 

And such glances of sweet surprise, 
You could never bear the scom 

Of thèse proud and brilliant eyes. 

There's a sweet and winnîng curving 

In her bright lip's crimson hue, 
And a glittering tint of roses 

From her soft cheek gleaming through; 
Do you think that you hâve met her? 

She is young and pure and fahr. 
And she wears a wreath of starlight 

In her bnûded ebon hair. 
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Often at her feet l'm sitting, 

With my head upon her knee, 
While Bhe tells me dreams of beautj 

In low words of melody ; 
And when my nnskillful fingers 

Strive her silvery lyre to wake, 
She will smooth my tresses, smiling 

At the discord which I make. 

But of late days I hâve missed her— 

The bright being of my love — 
And perchance she's stolen pinions. 

And has floated up above. 
Tell me — ^have you ever met her — 

Met the spirit of my song — 
Hâve her wave-like footsteps glided 

Through the city's worldly throng ? 



THE DREAMER. 

A DREAHXR rose from her quiet sleep 

To look out upon the night, 
And the Jight that fell from the shinmg sky 

Ne'er fell on a maid more bright : 
For the youthful form in those robes of snow 

Was fuU of a breathing grâce, 
And fashioned in perfect loveliness 

Wa& the beauty of her face. 
In the rosy palm of her dimpled hand 

One red cheek nestling \a,j. 
And smiles stole out from her coral lips 

With that lily hand to play ; 
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The thick, dark lasbes were lifted up 

To a brow as pure as snow, 
And dark, and soft, and beautifol 

Were the eyes that shone below ; 
They were dark, and soft, and beautifol, 

And full of a dewy b'ght. 
And stars like tbose in the skies were there, 

But a hundred times more bright. 

The young moon seemed like a boat of pearl, 

With a soft light shining through, 
To pilot the stars on their way through heayen, 

O'er a sea of pathless blue ; 
And the air was full of melody — 

For the rustle of leafy treès. 
And the dreamy murmur of dimpled waves 

Stole away on the winged breeze ; 
And the earth slept sweet in her nîght attire, 

Bejeweled with perfumed dew. 
And *broidered o'er with flowers and leaves, 

And buds of \nany a hue. 

The dreamer gazed on thîs lovelmess 

'nu her cheek was one crimson glow, 
And the life in her heart throbbed hurriedly, 

And her breath came quick and low ; 
And those eyes,' so dreamy, and soft, and sweet» 

And so full of dewy light, 
Forgot their calm, clear, spirit-look, 

And grew dark, wild, and bright ; 
A beauty too dazzling for that of earth 

Stole over her uptumed face, 
And it seemed that the living soûl breathed out 

From the lines in that form of grâce ; 
Her lips were parted and tremulous, 

And when at length she spoke, 
Like the music of tinkling water-drops, 

The words from her red lips broke ; 
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For lier toiu^ were fasbioned of music's tones, 

Aud her breath was but a lyre, 
That faintly eclioed tbe melody 

Of the dreamer's thoughts of fire. : 

** I knew, I knew that it thus would be — 
To-nigbt I sball read my destiny ! 
The world may smile, for I know it deems 
Thèse thoughts of mine are but idle dreams ; 
But I feel, I know, that it must be so ! 
There are spirits around, above, below^- 
And DOW, in the glorious time of night» ' 
They fill the earth with their présence bright. 
I see them now with their radiant wings, 
Flitting about among beautiful things ; 
Flitting through sky, and earth, and air, 
Leavmg new loveliness everywhere. 
They gîye to the flowers their délicate hue, 
And place a gem in each drop of dew ; 
I see them bring on their pinions fair, 
The starlight down through theMreamy air. 
'Tis the wave of their wings that startles the breeze 
That murmurs so low in the shadowy trees ; 
They sail on the waves of the shining lake. 
And their motions a rippling melody make ; 
They breathe on the air their soft parfumes, 
And they sleep in the blossoms with folded plumes ; 
They leave their robes for the lily-flower. 
And the blush on their cheek is the rose's dower ; 
And every star bas its forehead fair 
Bound round with a tress of their shining hair ; 
Forever and ever they Ait around, 
Filling the earth with a mystic sound ; 
And they say strange musical words to me, 
Till my soûl is bewildered with melody. 
They whispered, last night, that this hour I 
Should read my fate on the evenmg sky ; 
That the shining stars would reveal to me 
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The book of the dreamer's destiay. 
I hear them now 1 and they bii me look 
On the charmed page of tbis mystic book ! 
Each star bas cbanged to a word of light — 
And tbis is the fate tbat I read to-nigbt : 

"'Beautiful dreamer! 'tis but for tbee 
To know of eartb's bidden mystery ; 
To tbee alone is it given to see 
The spell of our secret ministry. 
Thou art our cbosen ! before wbose eyes 
Tbis beautiful world like a clear page lies ; 
Each bud and flower doth to tbee poissess 
A new and a wonderful loveliness — 
And the flutter of one green leaf will fill 
Thy soûl with a quick, low, quivering thrîU ; 
And even the breath tbat is givon to tbee 
Is fraugbt with a witching melody, 
Till even the ringing of dropping rain 
Doth Sound to tbee like a music-strain. 
Thèse are the gifts wbich to tbee belong, 
Thou cbosen one of the spirit-throng ! 
But the world is dark, and it can not know 
Of thèse priceless treasures wbich we bestow. 
We bave watched it well, when it coldly smiled 
At the beautiful dreams of our gifted cbild ; 
And when it bas listened, and looked, and heard, 
Entranced by the charm of tbine every word, 
We bave seen its wpnder and awed surprise 
Ooncealed by the scom of its envions eyes ; 
And we know tbat thy being, so frail and fair, 
Will wither away in the poisoned air ; 
And thy golden lyre be crushed by the weight 
Of the cold, rude fingers of bitter bâte ! 
We know tbat on eartb there never lives 

- The eamest love tbat thy spirit gives, 
And we sorrow now tbat we gave to tbee 
Those gifts wbich on eartb bring misery ; 
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But we love thee still ! and if thon wilt corne, 

We will bear thee t» heaven — ^thy own bright home !' " 

She had read her fate ! " Well, be it so !" 
Was her sofl reply ; as with head bent low 
On her folded hands, and her raven hair 
Forming a pall for that form so fair. 
And the long, dark lashes down-droopîng meek, 
To the pale, and pearly, and smiling cheek : 
With thèse murmured words her spirit fled — 
And the beantiful dreamer of earth was dead ! 



LINES. 

My soûl has been sleeping 

In darkness too long, 
Forgetful of music, 

Of sunlight, and song ! 
It has stilled its wild warbles« 

And folded its wings. 
And slumbered ail dreamless 

"^Mid beautiful things. 

The soft, holy starlight 

Has OTer it crept, 
Kor won by its beauty 

The spirit that slept : 
Around it has floated 

A thousand perfumes-* 
Their breath never stirring 

Its close folded plumes. 
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And music most thrillmg — 

teo wild and so deep — 
Had no power to awaken 

Mj soûl from its sleep ! 
Lid-shadowed its visions-^ 

Lip-stilled its low tone — 
From its brow was the beauty 

Of earnest thought flown. 

The lyre which its fingers 

Unconsciously held, 
No more 'neath those fingers 

With melody swelled. 
The slumber is broken — 

The darkness is past ! * 
My soûl has awakened 

To tnie life at last ! 

Its puises quick thrilling 

At every thing bright. 
And its plumes ail a-quiver 

With startled delight ! 
Lids parted to starlight, 

Lips parted to song, 
While around it bright fancîes, 

Like starry lights, throng I 

'Neath its tremulous fingers 

The lyre swells sweet, 
With a tone too bewitching 

For lips to repeat. 
Eeep thrilling, keep thrilling, 

And waving thy wings ! 
God made thee to glory 

In beautiful things. 

Now never, oh ! never, 
Shall slumber enchaîn 
19 
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The free-bounding puise 
Of my spirit again. • 

It hath wakened ezalting 
In life, love, and power ; 

Soal-life is immortal — 
Thaiik God for the dowerl 



TO WJLLIAM CULLEN BRYANT. 

A Low, soft voice, of sweetest singing, 

Swells out upon the evening breeze, 
And ail the air around seems ringing 

With its fine ûoating harmonies. 
From yonder lattice cornes the breathing 

Of that sad, sweet, and spiritual song, 
Where graceful vines are tbickly wrea^ing, 

And dewy roses clustering throng. 

I see a face, like starlight shining, 

Glance out into the dewy night ; 
I see a white arm softly twining 

Arolind a column gray and light , 
I see her dark eyes, upward throwing 

Their moumful, wild, impassioned sîght;— 
I see hor wild hair, backward flowing 

Around a young forin sweetly slight ; 

I see her red lips deeply flushing, 
And trembling with the liquid trill 

Of music from her bosom gushing, 
That ail the starry air doth fiU; • 
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I hear the inelodj, and wonder 

How ail the roses sparkle still, 
And ail tfae shadows sleeping under, 

Lie quiet on the soulless sill. 

Her song is scarce of earthlj feeling, 

Yet sometfaing of un earthlj love ; 
Her deep tones still forever stealing 

Their wildest cadence from above ; 
Just as her eyes, with their long lashes 

Laid backward to her forehead high, 
Drink down theh: softest, saddest flashes 

From the sweet starlight of the sky. 

I know the singer is immortal, 

Yet earthlj while on earth she sighs ; 
But soon as opes their radiant portai, 

That moment will she reach the skies ! 
That grand, deep strain, as still I hear it, 

And see that vision pure and rare, 
I know it is thine own song-spirit 

That chants unto the 'tranced air ! 

There is no harp whose grandest pealing 

Could flatter thb pure bride of thine-r- 
Yet can I choose one flower of feeling 

And laj it softlj on her shrine. 
With gentle révérence I am kneeling 

In her rare présence, proud and sweet, 
While the bright starlight round me stealing, 

Like me, bends down to kiss her feet. 
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A SUMMER STORM. 

Hbar the low wailing blast of the heralding breese 

Rise, nxshing and swelling, above the bowed trees ! 

While, with shadowing wings, creeping o'er the blue skies, 

Like hovering raven^ the mightj clonds rise, 

As swiftly and surely they gather and spread ! 

No sunlight — ^no ether — ^the storm îs o'erhead ! 

Now ! loose thy dark tresses and wave thy white wand ! 

Be ready, young SybO, the stonn is at hand ! 

Hush, hush, heart, thy beating — ^the world is so still 

You would break the awed silence by even one thriU. 

'Tis the pause in the tempest/the moment of rest, 

When the storm-spirit looseth the sword 'neath his breast 

Oh ! spîrit majestic ; oh ! spirit of might ! 

With your glittering sword and your armor of night ; 

I feel not a fear, by thy wOdness though awed» » 

For thy Maker is mine ; we were fashioned by God I 

Ha ! from thy strong hand is a thunderbolt hurled I 

There's a gleam on the forest, a flash o'er the world — 

Then a mutter, a rumble, a crash through the sky, 

As the voice of thine anger roUs sternly on high ; 

And the silence shrinks back, and the giant trees creak 

'Neath the weight of the breath that cornes down with a shriek- 

Then the clatter of bail from thy wings shaken down, / ' 

As darker and fiercer is growing thy frown ! 

Till mingling together in tumult most grand 

Leap the weapons of battle from out thy right hand, 

Fierce flashing, wild crashing — the rush of the blast, 

And the clatter of bail falling fast and more.fast. ' 

O spirit — storm-spirit ! misuse not thy power ! 

The earth does not mock thee nor shrink in this hour. 

But she beareth thy wrath not to fear or déride — 

ïhen cease thy vam battle, dark spirit of pride ! 

There is something can conquer thine anger with lore — 

'Tb the smile of the day-god who rideth above. 
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He bas parted thy banners to gaze on the world — 

How gracefully roUing those banners are furled. 

Ab ! loosen thine armor and fold tby black wings — 

Tbou never canst war with tbe glory he brings ; 

His smile is upon tbee and over tbee now, 

And the frowning hath vanished from oflf thy wild brow ; 

ïhy black robes grow crimson, tby piuions are gold, 

Tbe embrace of tbe sun round tby dark form doth fold. 

What ! melted to weeping ? - beautiful sigbt ! 

Tbe storm-spirit weeping sweet tears of deligbt ! 

And see, those soft tears dropping down from on bigh, 

How tbey glitter and gleam tbrongh tbe deptbs bf the sky. 

beautiful wonder ! most charming surprise ! 

The day-god hath caught them far up in tbe skies, 

And woven them sparkling like diamonds brigbt, 

In a crown of such splendor as 'wilders tbe sigh^, 

And bound them thus rare on tbe storm-spirit's ^row ; 

If in anger majestic how éloquent now ! 

The battle is ended — ^the yictory was love ; 

How glorious tbe triumph that glitters above, 

As he leadeth the spirit, subdued yet how fair, 

Through the splendor he makes in the soft swellîng ail*. 

The sun and storm-spirit together will rest — 

Together tbey're seeking tbeir home in the west ; * 

Together in glory, with banner balf furled, 

Tbej hâve smiled tbeir farewell to tbe beautiful world, 

And went down in tbeir splendor together to sleep, 

'Neath the glittering waves of the welcoming deep. 

Now, Sybil, young Sybil, thank God he hath made 

A picture thus lovely with glitter and shade, 

To be hung in the temple where memory dwells, 

And her lyre ever thrilling with blissfulness swells. 

And lo ! as I kneel 'mid the fragrance and dew, 

A soft star the twilight steps tremblingly through, • 

And kisses my forehead and smiles in my eyes. 

As she stealeth my praver to her home in the skies I 



Digitized by 



Google 



222 8TAKLIGBT. 



STARLIGHT. 

Thbrb were startles in my slumber and I had uneasy dreams. 
And the night of sleep was broken witfa wild, fitfui, feverish gleams; 
For my heart was almost broken ère my pillow I had sought ; 
And my soûl was almost maddened with sucji sorrow was it frattght. 
A mockîng, taunting image filled my sleep with bitter pain, 
Telling it of past enchantment that shonld never be again, 
When a sudden, silent présence o'er my pillow softly broke — 
Oalm, subdued, and comprehendiog, then my moumful soûl awoke. 
I knew by intuition that a spirit hovered near, 
And I lay in placid wonder but withont a thrill of fear. 
Through the shadows of the roses with their perfume and their dew, 
By the open casement bending came the silent spirit through ; 
And its feet were on my pillow, silver feet they were and bright, 
And its eyes were bent upon me with a soft, sweet, solemn light. 
Stiller than the stillest midnight gazed it down into my eyes, 
And the wherefore of its présence filled me with a mute surprise. 
The memory of my sorrow, my wild and withering woe. 
And the visions of my slumber that had flitted to and fro, 
Ma4e me think the still, white spirit came to bring me some relief 
From the bittemess of anguish and the hopelessness of grief. 
Through the awe that overcame me my despairing soûl out-broke, 
And to the still, deep vision with eagemess I spoke : 
"Starlight! rare and radiant starlight! wherefore did you leave 

your home 
'Mid the jewels and the azuré of yon grand and glittering dôme ? 
Did you know my heart was broken-^id you know my fate was 

crossed ? 
Did you come to teach the mystery of regaining what is lost ? 
Did you come to soothe my mouming and to cool my fevered brain. 
And to whisp^r of life's sweetness to my aching heart again ? 
spirit ! sweet, pale spirit ! he who loved me and caressed, 
With his kiss upon my forehead and my cheek upon his breast— 
Him to whom I gave the reverence^nd the trusting of a child, 
With the eamest love of woman, deep and passionate and wild — 
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Ail the madness and the power and the feiror of my soul-^ 
Its wild and burning éloquence gushing out without control — 
We hâve parted in deep bitterness, hâve used the words of scorn, 
Hâve torn the roses of our love and clasped the cruel thom — 
Hâve mocked at bygone sweetness and smiled at jrhat we lost, 
And our words hâve fell in coldness as the winter spray drôps frost. 
Pale starlightl did you seek me from your chamber up in heaven, 
To tell me how to win again the jewels I hâve given ? . 
Hâve you no draught of Lethe ? no magie did you bring, 
To make the roses blossom and to heal the bitter sting ?" 
But the spirit yet was silent and its robes gfew paler still. 
And it gazed upon me with a gaze that made my bosom thrill ; 
Its eyes were sad and solemn and it seemed to mock my grief, 
And to pitiless reproach me that my sorrow sought relief. 
"Starlight!" pleaded I in i^nguish, ''oh, sweet starligHt, hear my 

prayer — 
From my heart so sad and weary take away this weight of care. 
Do you think that we should suffer ail the anguish we incurred 
When we taunted true affection with a cold and stinging word ? 
Hâve you leamed no gentle pity from the angels up above ? 
Do you not know the way wardness of wildly passionate love ? 
Tell me if our injured spirits shall forget the hapless past, 
Or if ail will be forgiven and our soûls be blent at last ." 
But the pallid vision hovered with no answer 'round my bed. 
And its silver footsteps trembled on the pillow 'neath my head. 
A solemn awe was o'er it that my mad soûl could not brook-— 
I could not bear the agony of meeting its mute look. 
" Starlight ! moqking starlight !" pleaded I, " away ! away ! 
On the anguish past endurance bring no more of grief to lay ! 
Leave me — leave me to my mouming ! take away your solemn éyes ! 
Take back your taunting radiance to yonder silent skies ! 
I knew the hoUow-heartedness of earthly forms of love — 
Why came you to destroy the hope of sympathy above ?" 
But the pale, cold, silver starlight would not let me sink to rest. 
But crept doser, tîfi its fingers lay like ice upon my breast ; 
And I moaned in helpless agony and tumed my face away. 
And with my hand upon my eyes I waited for the day. ' 
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PLEADINGS. 

A 8HAD0W hos lain on my soûl ail day — 
Sunlight and gladness bave staid away. 
Heavy and cold bas tbe sbadow prest 
Like palpable darkness upon my breast ; 
Sadness and silence are in our room, 
Better befitdng my spirit's gloom — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! ob, corne away, 
From the music wild and tbe dancers gay ! 

Wbo twined ibese roses amid my bair ? 
Wbo decked my form in tbese robings fair ? 
Are tbey befitting tbe be^rt tbey fold î 
My cbeek is pâle and my lip is cold ! 
Tbe lamps and flowers too brilliant seem, 
Tbey *wilder my sigbt like a mocking dreom — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! ob, corne away, 
From tbe music wild and tbe dancers gay ! 

Seeks Tu ever sucb revels now ? 

He sits 'neatb tbe stars witb a pale, stem brow. 

And bis soûl grows wild tbat our perfect trust 

Lies, sbivered and dark in tbe mouming dust ; 

And bis calm lip curls witb a bitter scom 

At tbe love and faitb wbicb are eartbly bom — 

Sister ! sweet sister ! ob, corne away, 

From tbe music wild and tbe dancers gay ! 

I can not smile at eacb merry glance — 

I move in a dream througb tbe gliding dance — 

My tbougbt bas flown to tbe starligbt dim 

Tbat bovers witb silver step near bim. 

Ne ver ! ob, ne ver ! sball we again 

Sootbe from eacb otber tbe tbrob of pain — 
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Sister ! sweet sister ! oh, corne away, 

From the music wîld and the dancers gay ! 

• 

A shadow bas lain on my soûl ail day — 
Vainly I whisper it, " Flee away !" 
Chili and heavy, and silent and slow, 
It sinks more dark o'er the pale, still woe 
That fainting lies in my spirit's gloom, 
Mocked by this light and this sweet perfume — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! oh, corne away, 
From tbe music wild and* the dancers gay ! 

l'ye plead with the shadow to leave my breast ! 
IVe striven to banish my soul's unrest ! 
But I only hear in the music's tone 
A solemn sound, like a smothered moan. 
And I only see where the lamp-light lies, 
The moumful gaze of those proud, sad eyes — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! oh, corne away, 
From the music wild and the dancers gay ! 



THE POET'S DECLARATION. 

TwiLiOHT shadows gathering 'round me, 
Firelight flickering on the wall, 

With their waving drapery bound me — 
Bound me and the quaint old hall — 

Quaint old hall where 1 sat dreaming 
Idly in an antique chair, 
Watching the fitful firelight rare ! 

Spiritual visitors sought and found me 
Musing 'mid the drapery there. 
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Every tîme tbat the sbadows sbifted 
Then wonld the drapery rise and fall — 

Glidîng in when the curtainsiifted, 
Yîsîons came at my fanciful cal] — 

Faînt, fair visions, wonderful spîrits» 
Came and looked înto my eyes 
Too calm to waken a soft surprise — 

Silent their steps as the light that rifted 
The dim sweet that around them lies. 

Was I afraid when my tinkling fancies 

Called thèse forms to my grand old chair ? 
Ah, no I eager for quaint romances, 

Awe and terror forgotten were. 
Sitting calm as a stately emperor, 

After the sOvery snmmons rang 

Waited I till the visitants sprung 
With steps like those when a star-beam dances, 

Through where the rifted drapery hung. 

Faint, faint forms and sweet, sweet faces 

Hovered aboat in the dreamy light, 
Dimly embodying éloquent grâces, 

Floating tresses and mantles bright. 
And I will tell you — love, will you listen ? 

Of one visitant dear and fair 

Who came glidingly to my chair — 
Hers was the purest of ail pure faces, 

Wûà and dark was her unbound hair. 

Rare young vision ! that dark hair fiowing 

Wound on the air like the wing of a bird ; 
Sweet was her cheek with its crimson glowing — 

Sweet was her voice with its one wild word — 
One wild word that she murmured ever — 

One low, clear, continued word, 

Like a tinkling stream througb sbadows heard, 
Over her lip in music flowing ! 

" Love !" dear, " love," was the whispered word. 
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Gloser and doser her wbite robe fiuttered 

Through the dim drapery the twilight made — 
Softer and lower the word that sbe uttered — 

Over my forehead her faint breath played ! 
Her faint bt'eath played and ber slender fingers 

Lifted aside my careless bair 

Witb a toucb as soft as a toucb of air ; 
And she kissed my brow as I wondering mutiered, 

" Love ?" ay, " love," answered young lips rare. 

One white arm witb a way caressing 

Lay like a wreath aronnd my bair ; 
Close to mine was her warm cbeek pressing, 

Glose m mine lay ber fingers fabr. 
The bours went by and the fireligbt flickered, 

Yet the sweet dream still breathed on me 

Till my soûl was flooded witb ecstasy; 
And her voice was soft as an angel's blessmg I 

Ail winter I wondered what tbis migbt be. 

But ah ! sweet spring ! one eve reclining 

'Mid crimson flowers and fragrant air, 
The wonder ceased I before me sbining 

I saw that face and fiuttering baûr! 
My beart throbbed up witb wild émotion 

And her cbeek fiusbed a deeper bue» 

Till sbe looked so like — so like — ^like you! 
For the word sbe uttered l'm weary pining — 

Dearest, now may the dream corne trbe ? 
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THE DEAD MOTHER. 

SwBXT mother I thou art dead ! I feel it now ; 

Thy pallid face once oh ! so sweet and fair — 
The death-dew damp upon thy pale, cold brow 

So strangelj white beneath its parted hair — 
The curtained eye from whence ail ligbt hath fled, 
The still, drooped lid— oh, mother ! thou art dead ! 

Dear mother ! speak to me ! it is thy boy 
Who calls so wildly on thy name the while : 

One little word would bring such raptùred joy ! 
Thou dost not speak — thou dost not even smile. 

Upon thy moveless lip there is no breath — 

It does not even quiver — this is death ! 

Oh, mother ! look on me ! The dark stîU fringe 
Rests ail too heavy on thy ashy cheek. 

On which the sleeping blood has left no tinge. 
And the love-smile will never, never spca^. 

Thou wilt not look on me — not let one gleam 

Of deep affection from thy closed eyes beam. 

Dear mother ! thou art cold — thy hand is chill — 
It answers not the pressure of my own — 

Thy heart knows no émotion — ^feels no chill — 
Hushed on thy lip is its low, loving tone; 

The folded linen motionless doth rest 

In snowy whiteness on thy chilly breast. 

I had a dream last m'ght — I was a child— 
Thy fingers toyed amid my curls, and thou 

Bent fondly over me and sweetly smiled, 
Leaving a mother's kiss upon my brow ; 

I heard thy voice and saw thy dear eyes beam^— 

Alas \ alas ! that it should be a dream ! 
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Oh, mother ! ean it be that thoa art gone ? \ 

That I must live and yet not hâve thee near? — 

That I must suffer and still on, 
Apart from her to my lone heart most dear? 

My brain grows dizzy and my brow doth ach&— 

My weary, weary heart will surely break ! 

Sweet mother ! they hâve closed the coffin-lid, 
And shut thee up within its awful gloom, 

And thy dear form forever now is hid. 
And left to moulder in the damp, dark tomb. 

Away with tears ! the mockery of grief ! 

My maddened sorrow findeth no relief! 

Dear mother ! I do*>know, if thon wert hère, 
That thou wouldst chide the wildness of my woe ; 

And 80 no sign of sufifering shall appear — 
l'il hush the heart-strings that are quivering i 

Thinking thy spirit hovers 'round me still» 

I will be calm — ^will quiet each sad thrill. 



HUMILITY. 

Thxbb's a quaint and quiet comer 
In my soûl hath dwelt ail day, 

With her white hands softly folded» 
And her robe of sober gray-^ 

But in vam hâve brighter dwellers 
Sought to frighten her away. 

Once to-day, a radiant sparkler, 

With a face of roguish glee, 
Glided up, and asked demurely 
20 
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What the comer's name miglit be ? 
And she ndsed her eyes and answered, 
Low and soft, " Humility." 

And the little dancer wondered 
That she had such lovelj eyes, 

And almost wbhed her crimson lips 
Conld make such sweet replies ; 

Yet such a face with such a dresa 
Still filled her with surprise. 

And she scomed the quiet corner 
With the brown and^ braided hair, 

For her own fiowed down in ringlets, 
And was looped with flowers fair. 

And she did not fancj sober robes 
When hers with gems shone rare. 

So no one sought the stranger 

With the sweet head bowed so low — 

With the fair and placid forehead, 
And the hands as white as snow ; 

But she smiled to be neglected 
As the.rest passed to and fro. 

But the evening now is coming 
When my soûl shuts up its haUs» 

And the silvery voice of music 
To the evening worship calls 

Ail the thousand flitting dwellers 
That hâve been within its walls. 

The dancing and the singing ones 

Are weary of their play ; 
They corne with lingering footsteps 

And tones no longer gay. 
And gather sad and silently 

In mute and tired array. 
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And some, the dark and restless ones, 
Haye wandered off and died, 

And many grand and loftj ones 
Haye yielded up their pride ; — 

With broken wings and broken lûtes 
They gather side by side. 

And now tbe meek-browed stranger, 
Wiib tbe robe of pensiye gray, 

Wltb a face of boly calmness 
Bends quietly to pray ; 

And from her form tbe mantle 
Of meekness falls away ; 

And undemeatb îs fiowîng 

A robe like sunset fair. 
And, ber golden wings unfolding, 

Sbe fioats into tbe aîr I 
And now I know I Ve " entertained 

An angel unaware /" 



DEATH AT MroNIGHT. 

Wht baye I started from my dreams ? 
Tbe soft, sweet starligbt round me gleams, 
A tinkling sound of sOyer streams 

Dotb faîntly sing and sigb ; 
Tbe wind dotb come like fingers fair. 
And from my forebead lift my bair, 
And calmly tbrougb tbe swelling ah: 

Tbe s}ars look from tbe sky. 
Tbis is my last, last liyîng sleep ! 
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I do Dot wake to vigils keep, 
Nor yet to struggle or to weep — 
I wake to pray and die. 

My mother slumbers with no fear. 
And ail thèse cherished ones and dear, 
Undreaming what is passing hère, 

Sleep softly till the light. 
I wonder if before this day, 
Ever, like me, so young and gay, 
In loneliness bas passed away 

A spirit in the night, 
With no one by, her lips to press, 
To give and take the last caress, 
To speak of heaven, to pray, to bless, 

And tell of angels bright ? 

So softly does my puise grow still, 
So sweetly does my faint heart thrill, 
There is no terror in the chill 

That creeps into my breast. 
My wild, high spirit longs to go, 
It was so restless hère below — 
Sweet visions hover to and fro^ 

This is a pleasant rest ! 
Yet half I wiah the world had heard 
The grand, rare music that hath stirred, 
Unspoken yet by song or word, 

The throbbings of my breast. 

I wonder if my friends will weep, 
When, waking from their quiet sleep, 
They find my slumber is the deep, 

Deep slumber of the grave ! 
That ail their tenderness and care, 
And many a wild and anxious prayer, ' 
And ail his desolate despair 

My young life may not save — 
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That there is no more soûl in me 
Than there is light witbin the sea 
When midnight shroudeth silently 
The still and shadowed wave. 

Sweet Heaven ! be merciful to ail 
When on Thy name the j wailiûg call. 
And do not let my shadow fall 

Upon one sunny way ; 
Let no one yeam, with mouming bowed> 
To rest witbin the cold, fair sbroud, 
That lies as lies a waving cloud 

Aronnd my pale, still clay. 
Sweet, solemn music, soft and slôw — 
The starry air doth 'round me flow — 
The curtain waveth to and fro— 

^Tbey call my soûl away ! 

It is a beautiful thing to die ! 
To pass away while calm I lie 
With eyes uplifted to the sky 

And only stars to see ! 
When ail my soûl was in a storm. 
And sorrow shook my suffering form, 
And bitter woes chilled yeamings worm, 

Death ! I hâve pined for thee 
To still my puise — ^and yet ! oh, yet 1 
Strange, that I could this hour forget 
How sweet was life since toe two met^ 

Since sôul and soûl met we ! 

How sweet ! since with uplifted eyes 
We sat beneath the sapphire skies — « 
While hand in hand ail warmly lies — 

And bosoms softly beat — 
With oh ! such rare and spiritual thought> 
To our hushed soûls by evening brought, 
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While lips, with love's low éloquence fraught, 
Ran o'er witb murmurs sweet. 

Yet even his love, his words, his kiss. 

Once wild, intense, and fervid bliss, 

I can resign when deaih like this 
Cornes pleading to my feet. 

I see snch waving arms and hair—- 
Such white robes fluttering on the air — 
Such starry eyes and foreheads fair 

Corne glistening 'round my head ! 
The drapery waveth soft and low, 
The shadows creep and quiver so. 
And perfumed i^oses corne and go 

*Mid dew on roses shed — 
And like a visible silver stream 
That melts to an invisible dream. 
Soft waves of music swell and gleam 

And float around my bed. 

I faint — ^I die— oh, lover dear — 

Oh ! fond ones that are slumbering near, 

You could not weep one moumful tear 

Above my shrouded clay. 
If you could list this melody. 
Thèse radiant angels could you see. 
And know with what soft ecstasy 

I fainted slow away ; 
You would dread, nor weep, nor fear 
The glory and the rapture hfere — 
Farewell — farewell! oh, sleepers dear! s 

In heaven for ail l'il pray. 

This perfume takes away my breath ! 
This music swells my form beneath, 
And bears me on the waves of death — ^ 
So softly do I lie. 
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Sweet spirits — stars — deep angel eyes 
That smile upon me through the skies — 
Oh, floating sounds that 'round me rise 

And bear me high — ^more high ! 
Bewildered heart — so stîll — so stiU — 
My blissfttl spirit can not thrill — 
I faint — sweet Hearen, be with me still— 
float — ^I faint — ^I die. 



ENDURANCE. 

Ths deepest mouming that the human heart 
Can ache with and not break, is mine to-nîght. 
It is not softened grief, so beautif ul ; 
It does not lay a thin and wasted hand 
Upon the plaintive strings of a sweet lyre. 
And with its eyes upraised chant saddened hymns ! 
Nor does it beat with the quick agony 
That breaks the iron bars of reason down. 
And from mind's cage Aies with wild, buming wings, 
Whose quivering motions set themselves on fire 
Until they perish in their fearful flight. 
It is not madness! and it is not grief! 
But deep, abiding, and black, solemn woe 
That presses with a heavy, heavy hand 
Upon my bosom, till no life is there — 
Nor even the desolate music of despair — 
Nor the grand funeral gloom of coffined sleep— 
Nor the disheveled dress of sorrow pale. 
It is not life — and yet it is not death ! 
But oh ! as if my heart lay beating thick 
And throbbing ^owly m its muffled gloom. 
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Apart, alone, beneath the damp, dark earth, 

A thousand, thousand feet in buried life ! 

Who can conceive such close, oppressive woe — 

Such helpless, hopeless, heavy agony ? 

My heart — my heart ! buried alive ! so far 

From love and light, and music and the stars ! 

How fearfully and slowly it beats up, 

To make itself a little room to tbr^, 

To pant, to gasp, within its terrible grave ! 

How heavily the cold weight presses down ! 

How shall I save my heart— once éloquent heart— 

That sung and bounded in the light of joy? 

The days to me will be like centuries ! 

Endure-— endure— endure the fearful fate 

That prisons up within its horrible gloom 

The soûl that would grow wild, if it had room ! 

Say, shall I crush my writhing lip between 

The teeth that grate and clench themselves In pain ? 

Say, shall I wring my twining hands till they 

Hâve crushed their quivering fingers in their clasp, 

And smite my forehead on the chilly wall, 

And start and rise, and shriek and pace my room 

With steps as if the floor were red-hot iron ? 

Oh, no, no, no ! I hâve no such relief ! 

I would that I eatild mourn as others moum ! 

Come madness, with your fearful phantasies ! 

Come wailing song, come tears, come frantic grief! 

Come every mocking shape of fearfulness — 

Come terror and sharp pain— come any thing ! 

Ezcept this suffocating, throbbing woe — 

This close, oppressive, endless misery ! 

Would I could die ! but my heart dieth not ; 

It is as if a thousand years from now, 

Strong, sinewy hands should toil, and toil, and toil. 

Lifting up, one by one, cold, heavy stones. 

And mouldy earths, and ruins of the past, 

Till deep below, pressed round by chilly soil, 

They found my heart — ^yet beating — ^beatmg stiU, 
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Slowly and suUcnly, against the weight 

Of darkness and of damp that built it up 

So deep, and close, and terrible a grave. 

Endure ! that word is to me like the star 

That seems so insîgnificant to the eye 

Of him who looks but does not comprehend-— 

Yet to the one who reads its mystery, 

Is full of life and pain and centuries — 

Ay ! of etemity and soûl and God ! 

The golden stars once to my happy eyes 

Were burning thoughts of bliss and éloquence ; 

But now they fashion that one word— -endure ! 

And every sullen puise of my slow heart 

Mutters and murmurs o'er theendless word. 

I press my cold hands over it and plead 

And say, hush — ^hush, my heart ! my heart, be stîU ! 

Yet with a solemn throbbing it keeps on. 

Oh ! if I could but free this prisoned pain. 

And expiate endurance in one shriek, 

Methinks the terrified night at that wild shriek 

Would faint into the arms of the pale shades 

That from ail haunted ruins and deep graves ^ 

Would ruâh and startle, moan and die away ! 

The miners toil not down through fearful pits 

As my hopes toil to reach my buried heart— 

Yet find it not, and perish while they toil. 

Yet this sad, achinj^ thing, in days gone by, 

Was like a rose-tree in a summer-clime — 

AU full of singing birds and perfume sweet. 

And fresh white tears dropped by the sparkling stars. 

Now— oh, now ! it weeps not, sings not, loves not ! 

But from its grave there comes a hoUow sound-— 

A gasping, and a throbbing, and a moan — 

Repeating o'er and o*er, endure — endure ! 

And why and wherefore is this living grave 

I know not ; this I know — my happy heart 

Was full of bliss, and tendemess, and music, 

When a dark woe came up and breathed on it^ 
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T31 with a sîgh it faînted in my breast. 
Despair said hurriedly, *' T\& dead — ^'tis deadl" 
And while my young joys gathered 'round and wept, 
Sad sorrow sang the solemn funeral hymn— - 
And thus they boried it — and now it wakes 
To gasp forever in its terrible grave. 
Heaven's great magnificence and earth's del^hlr— 
AU splendor, grandeur, sunshine, and sweet hopes— 
AU révélations of the wonderful— - 
AU storms of terror and ail calma of joy. 
Are hid from it forever— evermore ! 
But in its grave are hidden thèse two things— 
Endurance and Etemity. 



THE WINDS. 

• 

A LovELT girl leaned from an open casement. 
She was, of ail, the most surpassing fair — . 
For surely nothing we regard as so 
Was like to her in perfectness of faimess, 
Just like the Inightness of succeeding waves 
That lose themselves in shade and gleam again ; 
The golden river of her shining hûr 
Flowed round the beauty of her youthful form — 
That shone from out that stream of glorious hair, 
Like a sweet island in a southem clime, 
Smiling amid its rippling waves of gold. 
There was a blended beauty in her face, ' 
Of ail the starry lights that bum in heaven. 
And ail the tinted flowers that glow on earth. 
Her whîte young forehead, shadowed by her hair, 
Had a soft, spiritual development, 
Made earthly only by its passionate brows,; 
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And 'neath tbem shone those soft out-glancing eyes — 

Those large, pure, loving eyes — those fathomless eyes — 

Those bright and blue, those fringed and shaded eyes ! 

Her sweetly curved and éloquent red lips 

Were parted in the eagemess of joy ! 

A faint, fresh color wavered in her cheek, 

As if it knew not or to stay or go ; 

There was a smile in that bright glance of hers. 

As if she looked for flowers — on that red lip. 

As if it fain would call the singing-birds — 

And that uncertain glow upon her cheek, 

Said — " Ah, they are — they are not — are they corne?" 

It was a young Spring day, balmy and fresh, 

And the warm wind came to her, telHng taies 

How the green grass was creeping from the earth. 

And the bright buds were glowing in the dell— 

And as she feit its breath, so fuU of sweets, 

She wondered if the violets had corne ; 

And lingered at the casement, thrilled and blessed 

By the soft touches of the balmy wind, 

With a soft fluttering motion, from her arms, 

Her bosom, and her girdle, floated back 

The airy muslin of her simple robe. 

She wore no jewels and no snowy pearls — 

They would hâve shown like baubles upon Aer — 

So délicate, so refined her loveliness ; 

And ail the golden waves upon her neck, 

Glittered the more the wmd came up, 

And kissed her beautiful throat in loving joy ; 

Ah ! that uncertain joy and eagemess ! 

That asking, bright'ning glance and flushing cheek ! 

That trembling éloquence of the glad lip ! 

This young Spring wind so full of sweets to come — 

So full of buds that sometimes would be flowers 

What was this young Spring wind that breathed such taies ? 

Again — the maiden sat within her bower I 
Her Utile snow-soft hands, in placid rest. 
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LayTolded motionless withîn her lap ; 

The light of dreams lay like a silver vail, 

Over and ali around her glowing fonn — 

Softening the splendor of her radiance ; 

Her still, soft, sapphire eyes were downward cast, 

Tb hide the little blisses floating round 

In the clear liquid of their azuré depths, 

While, with a tremulous and golden gleam, 

The long, bright lashes drooped above those eyes. 

A warm, sweet, loving glow was on the lip 

That smiled and murmured with her rosy dreams ; 

And the once wavering flush upon her cheek, 

Had deepened to the richness of content. 

There was deep meaning on her brilliant brow — 

So placid yet so passionate its repose ; 

Oh ! beautiful was she, and soft her dreams ! 

The while she mused the soft south wind stole up. 

And stirred the drapery of her still form ; 

It was not damp with violets — ^but rich 

With roses, and magnolias, and carnations, 

And lilies spotless as her yoùthful brow. 

This Summer wind, so heavy with perfume, 

The lady breathed in with her smiling lips. 

And still, as if no oflfering was meet 

For one so glorious and so fair as her, 

It brought up rarer fragrance on its wings, 

To mingle with the blisses of her dream ; 

This Summer wind, full of delicious sweets — 

Bearing such perfume on its waving wings — 

What was this Summer wind so full of sweets ? 

The maiden wandered in the Autumn wood, 
The crisp red leaves rustled beneath her feet — 
Those fairy, délicate, and way ward feet ; 
The frost had come, and with its chilly hand 
Painted the forest in gay, gorgeous hues. 
So had a frost fell on the lovely girl, 
And made her radiance more splendid still — 
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Brighter and redder than the reddest leaf 

Was the wild crimson of her burning cheek ; 

Her lip was restless as the quivering leaves. 

And moaned and muttered as the forest did ; 

Her ejes were clearer than the azuré sky» 

And changing as the glitter of a star 

In océan depths, and brilliant as the sun. 

As the green leaves were withered in a nîght, 

So were her hopes changed to this gay despair ; 

At times she sang a low and pleasant song, 

Then moaned and murmured as she hurried on 

With quick, irregular steps and clasped hands ; 

And ever, as she walked, the Autumn wind 

Swept past her with a mutter Hke her own — 

And tore the bright leaves rustling from the bough — 

And bore her golden hair upon its wings, 

Far backward with its glittering length of beauty — 

Or held her black dress with a trembling hand — 

Or sighed in écho to her broken slgh — 

Or sang and murmured, when her mood was soft — 

Or moaned a wild reply unto her madness ; 

This mad and wayward maiden^ and this wind. 

As mad and wayward, hurried through the wood. 

Oh, Autumn wind, as sweetly, sadly wild 

As that îak créature wandering through the grove— 

What was this Autumn wind so sadly wild ? 

The maiden stood alone in the cold night ; 
The sweetly pensive moon so shining faîr, 
Sent silvery messengers to leam hèr fate ; 
Her fac^ was white like marble, and as still — 
Her lip was motionless, and fixed, and pale — 
And only those large, gleaming, beautiful eyes , 
Told that the heart yet shuddered in her breast.. 
One small, thin hand held tightly in its grasp- 
The robe of black unto her freezing breast, 
Cold ! intense cold ! and yet she shivered not. 
But stood with those wild eyes upon the moon — 
21 
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On that lone plain a living, dying thing — 

So frozen, beautiful, and strangely wild I 

What pitied her ? not the fierce Winter wind, 

That howled and shrieked into her heedless ear» 

And tore her garments frail, and pierced her frame» 

Her very heart, with its sharp arcdc spears ! 

Cold ! bitter cold ! — and yet she shivered not— 

Bnt slowly, slowly sank upon the earth, 

While slowly, slowly closed those wild bright eyes. 

And that pale form was frozen into death. 

What did the ci*uel wind ? it fled away. 

And in itsdark remorse called up the clouds 

To vail the placid face of the pure moon, 

Looking so solemn and so angel-like, 

Then bade them weave a shroud — and thiok and fast 

The snowy flakes hurried through the dim air, 

And lay ail softly in a mantle white 

Above the beautiful, dead, frossen clay. 

Oh, cruel Winter wind that shrieked and howled. 

And chilled the heart of earth'a most lovely one — 

What was this Winter wind that shrieked and howled ? 



A ROMANCE. 



A HAUGHTT son of chivalry, 
Handsome and proud and bold was he, 

Guy Mathers, of a noble line ; 
Fond of the field, and fond of the âood. 
Fond of the hunt in the dark greenwood, 

And fond of good old wine 

Was he, I said ; alas, no more 
<}allops his steed the country o'er, 
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Or sounds his heart-felt merriment. 
Fled his mirthful soûl and gallant mien, 
Dim his eagle eye and good sword keen, 

His haughty spirit bent. 

Now what to work thîs change befell 
The noble knight my song wonld teU> 

Though wild and sad the taie will be — 
Wild and sad as the spirits that croon 
Their dreary songs to the wintry moon, 
,From the frozen fallow lea. 

Guy Mathers loved a gentle maid — 
Moma McDonn her name was said ; 

She — ^fairer and parer than snow — 
Tender as any sweet young flower — 
Was spelled by the brave knight's words of power. 

And his voîce so soft and low. 

She loved, as only maîdens do 

Whose souls are soft and hearts are true. 

And whose suitors are brave and bold ; 
And she was loved with an old-time love, 
That could neither falter, famt, nor rove, 

Neither grow fickle or cold. 

Many a long month came and went» 
And now the day was almost spent, 

The last to shine on them unwed, 
When Guy o'er the lonely moorland rode, 
Just when the deepening twilight showed 

Faintly the way he led. 

Hîgh beat his heart with happiness, 
Thinldng of Moma's sweet caress ; 

When suddenly, thrilling and high, 
Piercing the silence through and through, 
À cry of fear on the dark air flew — 

A wfld and agonized cry. 
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Guy Mather's heart was soft as braye, 
Ready to soothe aiid quick io save; 

A moment listened' be, 
Then turaed he his noble courser's head. 
And the way that his ears were pointed sped, 

Spuning him gallantly. 

On toward' the forést rode the knight ; 
The moorland mist was rising white. 

And the darkness gathering fast ; 
Tet those fearful cries kept on before, 
Till the knight had galloped across the moor. 

And the forest's edge was past. 

Then paused he, for the sôund was lost ; 
By fitful lights his path was crossed — 

His sight was blinded with their gkure ; 
His panting steed with shivering limbs, 
And eyes ablaze with terrified gleams, 

Was trembling Uke a hare. 

Many a legend dark and wild, 

The knight had heard of men beguiled 

By syrens in deceitful guise ; 
But alway had he derided well 
The power of fairy ban and spell» 

And of priestly exorcise. 

Yet now a something chilled his blood, 
To see the lovely shapç that «tood 

Beckoning him with jeweled hand — 
A lady in robes of forent green, 
Sparkling with every jewel's sheen. 

And many a golden band. 

Three times the ^ady becked and smiled ; 
jEïer buming eyes were strangely wild, 
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Yet sweet and gently gay her mien ;• 
A white and varjing radiance shone 
From her brow and feet» and jeweled zone, 

And her robe was bright between. 

Guy Mathers gazed with eyes entranced, 
Nor once from his her own she glanced, 

But smiled, and gazed, and smiled again ; 
Then retreating slowly, backward fled. 
And the knight 4gainst bis will was led, 

Striving to tum in vain. 

Away through forests wild and drear, 
The syren led the knight in fear, 

Binding him fast with fairy spell-^ 
But such strange scènes the knight beheld, 
By the enchantress' magie spelled, 

It behooves not me to tell. 



Oh, sad to say, the bridai day 

Hath dawned, and shone, and passed away 

Without the bridai rite ! 
Young Moma pale and silent lies, 
With clasped hands and closed eyes, 

Covered from joy and light. 

Ah, woe to ail in that grand hall — 
The bride is hid beneath the pall, 

The laggard bridegroom fled ; 
Strange whispers pass from friend to friend. 
And wrath and awe and sorrow blend 

Above the sweet young dead. 



Guy Mathers' 
Is cursed and 



le, a mark for shame, 
kened o'er with blâme ; 
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, The kinsmen of the bride 
Through ail the land hâve couriers fleet, 
Who, till the reprobate they meet. 
For life and death must ride. 

No mercy, none, shall there be shown — 
Life only shall the sm atone — 

The forfeit must be paid. 
Their pride is bent, their hearts are broke, 
Guy Mathers gave the fatal stroke — 

Their stem decree is made ! 

Alas, thehr hâte ! who at their gâte 
Ib standing in such high debate ? 

Guy Mathers — it is he ; 
Se changed> the porter knew him noi— 
But cursed him in his anger hot 

For knocking noisily. 

Ood help poor Guy I he knows not why 
The brothers rush with angry eye 

To bare the shining blade. 
How could he guess how Moma died — 
His darling one, his promised bride — 

How could he think her dead? 

How could he guess the strange dîstress, 
The deep, unstinted bitterness 

And shame that he must meet ? 
But hastened he the taie to tell 
Of what adventures strange befell 

His charmed and spelled feet. 

Each brother staid his lifted blade 
And listened to the taie he said, 

And how his wild despair 
Maddened at times his burning brain-^* 
And yet he strove and strove in vun 

To free him from the4snare. 
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Each face grew pale to lieaç the tal^— 
Ëach lip to make reply did fail, 

When Guy to see his bride 
Demanded, with impatient haste, 
Though famt atid ill from lengthened fast, 
' And long and toilsome ride. 

None dared to say how prone she lay, 
And cold and senseless was her clày ; ' 

But gazed in silent dread. 
And answered not, to his surprise, 
Save with their mute and straining eyes, 

To tell him she was dead. 

And yet too soon his woe was known — 
Guy fell into a fearful swoon, 

Then wildly woke to rave ; 
And thence when reason came agaîn, 
To crave one last, last look in vam — 

His love was in her grave. 

Now years hâve fled since she was dead. 
But young Guy Mathers never wed — 

His heart was broken then ; 
And never since that fatal day 
Ifizes he with the young and gay, 

Or holds converse with men. 
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THE SETTING SUN. 

Thb Sun sank down, a crimson bail. 
In the sad, waveless sea of night ; 

A Bullen gloom was over ail, 
Streaked with that étrange and fiery light 

The tide of twilight slowly rose, 

Tinged with (he same unhappy glare. 

And ail the stars' sweet silver glows 
Were lost in the thick, vaporous air. 

A moment, ère in sadness down 

The sun sank red and silently, 
His forehead with its fiery crown 

Shone wild and lurid o'er the sea. 

So in the black sea of despair, 
Sullen and fiery sank my heart. 

And hot and glowing from the air 
Of hope and beauty did départ. 

Sullen and hot my heart sank low. 
And its red, wild, and sickly glare 

Glowed as a maniac's eyes will glow 
From out black brows and hanging hoir. 

As one by one the sun's red gleams 

Died out upon the surging sea, 
So passion's once delightful dreams 

Within my breast died sullenly. 

I watched the long and hopeless night — 
The storm furled up its pinîons black — 

The sun rose sweet, and fresh, and bright — 
The tide of twilight murmured back*l 
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But from its sea of endless night 
My mad heart never rose agaîn ; 

'Long looked I for one gleam of light. 
But kept a desolate watch m vain. 

Cold, dark, and senseless» stiU it lies 
Witbin a black auji waveless sea, 

In splendor never more to rise. 
And shine in love and melody. 



TO 

Thb whole of this June day replète with roses, 

Replète witl^ perfume, loveliness, and bloom, 
From dewy mom till sunset's portai closes, 

From twilight till the midnight's starry gloom» 
I oflfer up to thee, my loved and only — 

I oflfer up to thee my tfaoughts and dreams. 
And though alone, I can not then be lonely 

While tbus thy memory, like thy présence, seems. 

Ail this soft sunsbine tbrougb the white clouds glowing- 

All this faint fragrance of the summer air — 
AU this sweet melody around me flowing 

Of birds and breezes — ail thèse blossoms fur — 
Thb nameless influence of June's witching beauty 

That tbrills my puises like old golden wine, 
With a half wish that I could deem it duty, 

And a sad joy,. I oflfer on thy shrine. 

My heart is full of tears that well up slowly. 

And fall upon the breast from whence they stole ; 

A placid sorrow, maxle by patience holy, 
Sits with bowed forehead in my silent sonl ! 
21* 
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The sunshine through the snowj clouds is stealing 
Like a bride's glances through her bridai yail. 

And 80 Hope glances through the shadowy feeling 
Tbat wraps it in a mantle soft and pale I 

Oh, something in my beart pines on forever— 

A wish, a want, a yeaming still the same ; 
And when to question it I make endeavor, 

The voice within me answera back thy name ; 
Oh, something in my heart moans on forever — 

With a low Sound that haunts me night and day ! 
And when to question it I make endeavor, 

Alone — alone-— alone 1 it seems to say. 

But now, to-day, I hardly feel the pining-— 

The moaning of my heart is almost still — 
For thy dear présence ail around is shining, 

Thy spirit ail this loneliness doth fiU ! 
I see thee, and I hear thee, and I know thee-^ 

Though far away, I recognize thee near ! 
This bright June beauty, so like thine, doth show thee 

Seen, yet impalpable, still lingering hère. 

The locust blossoms whitely wave and sparkle, 

Tossing their chalices upon the breeze, 
FiUed with the dewy drops that bum and darkle 

As they wave in and out among the trees. 
Oh, thèse sweet locust-blossoms, tuned to dances. 

In their white beauty yeaming toward the sky. 
Are only like thy many graceful fancies, 

Bestlessly beautiful, and pure, and high I 



This brightness in the air, subdued and tender, 
Is like the présence of thy radiant eyes ; 

And yon white cloud that glows with a soft splendi 
Such a young glory on thy forehead lies. 
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The waving of tbe spray in its sweet motion 
Is like the flowing of thy graceful hair 1 

Therefore for Ihese I cherish a dévotion, 
Tbat more than admiration of the fair. 

But most, this lonely day, l'm thrilled and hamited 

By this strange murmuring music in the trees — 
Of ail earth's melody the most enchanted — 

This whispering oîf the leaflets and the breese ; 
Oh I I am hoonted — ^haunted by its sweetness ; 

It is so like thine own low, loving tone— 
It fills my ear with miisic to repleteness, 

And fills my soûl with harmony alone 1 

Tes, it is like thy voice, and like it only — 

Thy whîspering, soothing, and mysterious Toice I 
It charms me from my sorrow wild and bnely — 

My heart at its low murmur doth rejoice ; 
It seems to whisper my own jûsme unto me. 

As thou didst whisper it days long flown — 
It seems to call on me and bless and woo me 

With tender dream, and thought, and yearning tone. 

Ah l sof tly move the trees ! and toward me bendmg, 

They seem to woo me to their graceful arms ; 
The mitsic and the motion sweetly blending, 

Bewilder and allure me with their charms I 
They seem to promise me a true afifection, 

A pity for*my loneliness and grief — 
A care, a love, a beautiful protection, 

A sleep where weariness mav find relief. 

The sky is beauty and the air is sweetness-*- 
The shining douds like billows melt away ; 

The earth hath robed herself with love's completeness 
This rosy, musical, and fragrant day. 
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l'm borne away upon ito pinioDS golden, 
To other times and scènes than thèse around — 

My soûl is floating upon mem'ries olden,* 
To a past world of feeling more profound — 

To a past world seen with a young girl's vision— 
Rose-tinted and gold-lighted Paradise ! 

Full of soft music and of paths elysian. 
Lit even by tfae most bewildering skies — 

By day unclouded, and by evening glowing 
Wiih the w.ild ûashes of the mystic stars, 

While 'neath their glory rivers ever flowing, 

. Ring molten notes of gold through silver bars ! 

In this past world, where thou and I, as fated. 

Met by the dim, deep fountain of first love — 
Drank from one cup with thrilling nectar freighted — 

Then, with the angels smiling f^om above, 
And roses m our path, and bosoms thrilling, 

Together wandered through this Eden-land, 
Our soûls with beauty and with passion filling, 

Led by a chain of îight, linked hand m handl 

• 

In this past world, where the first storm burst o'er us, 

And wrapped us up in terror and surprise — 
And tore our clinging hands apart and bore us 

Far from eaxSh other and our paradise — 
And left us weak and wasted, sad and lonely, 

Calling upon each other through the gtoom— 
Yet finding not and hearing echoes only, 

Treading on thoms ||stead of velvet blooml 

Upon one errand since that fatal hour 

Does my faint spirit through the wide earth roam ; 
Nerving its wing with hope's mysterious power, 

To find thee, lost one, and to bring thee home. 
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beautîful as light ! and brave and tender ! 

Corne back — corne back to me! my soûl doth ciy; 
But no reply thy distant soûl doth render. 

And time creeps onward slowly, wearily. 

Kow ail tbe sky in radiant beauty blushes — 

The golden sun woos the soft-swelling sea — 
The west grows crimson and the far east flushes — , 

Oped are the portais of Eternity ! 
And this June day, her golden tresses streaming, 

Her fair face and bright glances backward cast, 
Her garments floating and her forehead beaming, 

Steps throug]^ the gorgeous gâte to wed the Past 

Twîlight is hère ; and now begins the throbbing, 

WÛd, and no more subdued, of my dark heart; 
The shadowy stillness listens to my sobbing, 

Broken, and faint, and Utter ; hpt tears start 
Large, slow, and fiery, from their founts unbidden. 

And anguish frets and fevers ray bent brow ; 
The language of my grief, from day light hidden, 

Finds its own utterance and expression now. 

there is something soothing in the splendor 
Of the calm, shining, and most holy stars I | > 

To me they ever hâve been true and tender, 1 

Leaning from out their silver-sparkling cars, 

To smile upon me in my moods of madness, !| 

To hush my troubled thoughts and trance my tears, . j ! 

To turn my anguish into softer sadness, 1 1 

And fin me with sweet hopes in place of fean. | ; 

1; 

1 sob no more, but sit and mark them Jitealing ' 

From their blue-draperied chambers in the sky. — |i 

The many and the many still revealing 'I 

Their placid foreheads from their homes on high ; 
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I 8ee them with their still and révèrent faces, 
Oome ont to watch the earth in its fair sleep— 

And bless them, smUing in tlieir shiniog places. 
For the calm guard that pleasantlj thej keep. 

We i^sed to ait and watch the shining heaven, 

While locust-blossoms tossed upon the breeze — 
We uséd to muse upon the " Pleiad seven/* 

And whisper thrilling words on nights lîke thèse I 
The stars are hère ; the sounds to which I listen 

Are those that used to be to us so dear — 
The roses sigh — the wet leaves wave and glisten — 

AU hâve corne back! — ^but thou — thou art not hère/ 



THE POET»S COMPLAINT. 

OuT upon thèse flowing lines, 

And thèse words of dainty fashion, 
When my chained heart pants and pines, 

And my soûl consumes with passion 1 . 
Shall I make a low complaint. 

In words soft as flowers shutting? 
Sure my madness is not faint, 

And my thoughts like knives are cutting I 
Oh ! my grief is nothing kind — 

Nothing pitiful or tender, 
To be moved from out my mind 

By the evening's solemn splendor I 
In the restlessness of fear 

I can see but phantoms only, 
And I cry out sharp and dear, 

" I am lonely — I am lonely !" 
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I cry out in my dread — 

** Love and Beauty, do not shun me V* 
But they long ago hâve fled, 

And my fear grows wild upon me ; 
'Tis the greatest wrong the dead, 

Loving, dying, e'er hâve done me I 
'Tis the greatest wrong the world 

In its selfishness hath wrought me—» 
A kînd and carmg world 

From thîs darkness would hâve brought 
Wlien they knew I had a soûl 

Which was full of dreams of beauty. 
And a heart that spumed control» 

Save of love and loving duty — 
And a spirit warm and bright, ^ 

And a fancy most ethereal — 
And an eye that loves the light» 

Falling over forms aerial — 
And an ear that loves sweet sound» 

Such as ringing human laughter, 
Such as heart-strings» so profound» 

Listening for the écho after 1 
Was it not a mighty wrong 

That they closed their golden portais, 
Shutting me out from ihe throng 

Of each-other-seekmg mortals ? 
Golden portais ? I saîd well I 

They are golden portais truly I 
We ail know their value well. 

And appreciate them duly; 
And had I a gblden key, 

I could swing the hinges golden» 
And could glide beyond and see 

AU that the joy within enfolden. 
But the world owes me a debt 

Which, if rightiy it would render» 
Would my happy spirit let 

Into happiness and splendor ; 
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For ail day IVe sat and sang 

Underneath the shining arches ; 
And my solemn numbers rang 

With death's grand and stately marches — 
And with songs of youthful love, 

Of despair and passion pleading, 
Of the angels up above — 

Of lone hearts bereft and bleeding — 
Of the rivers— of the sea — 

Of the trees in beauty waving — 
^ Of the cunning melody 

Brooklets make, the pebbles laying ! — 
Of the sunset crimson-bright — 

Of the fearful roU of thunder — 
Of the torrents in their might, 

And the cavems wrapped in wonder ! — 
Of the children in their mirth, 

And the lovers in their gladnes»— » 
Of the beauty of the earth — 

Of my lone self in my sadness 1 — 
Looking through the golden bars 

With a spirit wildly yeaming — 
Seeing eyes as bright as stars, 

Ëver to the singer tuming. 
Many widows clothed in woe. 

As I sang beneath the arches. 
Came and listened to the flow 

Of the solemn-rolling marches; 
Many maidens lingered near, 

With their cheeks and bosoms glowîng, 
I And their -young eyes shining clear, 

I And their glorious tresses flowing, 

While I sang of young love blest 

With a passion and a power 
Bent from out my darkened breast, 

Like the lightning from a shower ; 
Many murmured words of praise, 

Smiling softly on each other 
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As they listened to the lays 

Which my bosom could not smother l — 
Smiling in each other's eyes, 

But upon the singer never ! 
Murmuring sweet words of surprise» 

Wishing / might sing forever ! 
Alas ! no one took my hand, 

No one led me tfarough the portais 
In among the social^band 

Of each-other-seeking mortals ! 
When I sang of soft attire, 

No one cared that mine was tattered — 
When I praised the silver lyre, 

No one saw that mine was shattered — 
When I told of youthful glee, 

And of graceful-moving dances» 
Of the gushing melody. 

And the sweetly loving glances — 
No one saw how / was barred 

From the gliding and the dancing ; 
And no deep eye, darkling, cared 

That I wept its careless glancing ; 
When I sang of love divine 

With a passionate voice-like weeping» 
No heart answered back to mine — 

Mine — its lonely vigil keeping. 
And the twilight now is hère — 

I am lonely — ^I am lonely! 
And I almost shrink with fear . 

With the shadows round me onlj; 
My spirit makes one cry — 

One great cry of fear and sorrow ! 
The cold stars up in the sky 

Promise nothing for the morrow. 
My mind trembles on the verge 

Of the seething sea of madness— 
I can hear its frantic surge — 

Farewell I love and hope and gladness I 
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Farewell ! cold and cniel world ! 

I hâve lost myself in terror — 
In the sweepbg sea l'm hurled 

For wbat, God, what fatal error ? 



FRAGMENT. 

I'll tell you what I heard, one stany night, 
That made me love the sea, if you will listen. 
The mner glow of the warm stars was shut. 
And a rare brilliancy, cold and intense, 
Shone from their covered foreheads ; and this light 
Seemed splintered into slender spears of ice» 
Piercing the atmosphère with sparkling points. 
You shudder, dainty love, for you were made 
To piUow your young. Oriental chcek 
On thé invisible down of roses' leaves; 
But I wear Arctic armor, and ne'er woo 
The perfumed breeze of your enchanted land, 
To rock my storîes into numbers sweet. 
There was a restless yearning in my heart, 
That night of bitter cold and beauty wild, 
That made me dare the challenge of the frost ; 
And, binding my sure skates to my swift feet, 
I fled from hearth and home, music aùd love. 
And stood alone upon the frozen lake : 
Nothing around me but the lifeless ice — 
Nothmg above me but the starry space — 
Nothing below me but the prisoned deep ; 
With forehead cold as the etemal stars, 
And folded arms upon a heaveless breast, 
I stood alone, the queen of my own passions ! 
Yet did the iron scepter of my will 
Scarcely control those wild and powerful slaves, 
Nor the impérial crown of pride prevent 
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Their taunting, and their buming, and their scorn. 

Like a yolcano, wrapped in mantling snow, 

I stood beneath the sapphire-sparkling àky. 

And lifted up my brow in silent pride. 

A loneliness, as piercing as the cold» 

Came down from heaven, and circled me about. 

And with a subtile power compressed the air, 

'Till the strong ice seemed crackling 'neath its weight. 

Tou ne ver knew, dear. Oriental child, 

With that red, tremulous lip and loving eye, 

And those dark lashes, that warm, crimson oheek, 

And soft, white, throbbing bosom and quick tears — 

You neyer knew the pining and the want, 

The one-absorbing wish for — sympathy I 

For every thing doth sympiathize with thee, sweet love^ 

Thèse rosy-tînted lamps, this soft perfume. 

Thèse shining stars, thèse white and golden ûowers. 

And eyery eye that catches your dear glance, 

And every ear that drinks your musical tone. 

And eyery heart that melts beneath your smile, 

Or saddens at your tears — ail, cUl are yours, 

A part of your existence and yourself ! 

The only air that you can breathe and live 

Is full of this sweet essence of yourself — 

This beautiful and subtile sympathy ! 

As dropping water takes a spheral form. 

Ail things around thee shape themselves to thee ; 

But I was bom beneath some cornet-star, 

Some wild, ungovemed world of God's great spaoe, 

Whose fatal influence forever draws 

My way ward spirit from love's circling sphère 

Into strange labyrinths of loneliness ! 

There is no magnet in my polar breast 

To draw about me hearts in sweet communion ; 

But eyer bums within me one désire 

To throw aside the chains that bind me hère. 

And fling my spirit on the universe, 

That it, perchance, within that mighty scope 
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May meet its mate. 'Twas this désire, longing, 

Power, or fatality, that sent me forth 

On my swîft skates, to dare the bitter cold, . 

The pathless ice, and the nîght's solitude. 

Alone I as ever and forever, jet alone I 

The golden stars were bright, but loyed me noti 

There was not even a skadaw at my feet, 

To be a little like my lonely self, 

And not a leaf to make a quiyering sound 

In answer to the moaning of my soûl. 

I said I was alone — ^hal what was that 

Made answer to the voice within my soûl ? 

I threw myself upon the moreless ice-» 

I clasped it with my arms, and laid my ear 

Close to its chilly bosom, and I heard 

A Sound that thrilled me with a blissful awe : 

A sympathy ! a spirit ! a communion I 

Within that prison of unfeeling ice, 

Shut up in darkness, mad with agony, 

The spirit of the sea was bound and held I 

I heard it — I heard it, and I wept. 

And loved it with a strange and passionate love I 

I heard its hollow cry, its mighty moan — 

I heard it dash its forehead on the walls 

Which kept it from the starlight and the air — 

I felt it shudder, and I shuddered too I 

It shrieked, and from my lips a fearful shriek 

Rang on the darkness — ^I could not repress it i 

It seemed to sob, and I sobbed like a child I 

I whispered to it through the cruel ice ! 

I felt the bliss — the great and mighty joy — 

The solemn rapture— the ineffable power — 

The charm — the spell — ^the grandeur — the delight — 

The f ullness and the perfectness of love ! 

Dear, tender spirit, in your happy heart 

Lives no conception of my wild émotion I 

No drooping leaves upon a slender tree 

Were ever so much swayed by the wmd's touch 
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As was my soûl by each wail of woe, 
fiursting beneath me from a migfaty breast ! 
It, too> was chained and restless — in its cry 
The moaning of my spirit fotuid a voice— 
I was no more alone! — at last — at îastl 
There came an answer to my yearning sonl ! 
When I rose up again from the cold ice, 
And torned my tearful eyes to the great sky. 
In every star there burned a mystic fire, 
And a rich radiance melted through the blue, 
As soft as thme own eyes, my dear gazelle. 



THE FIELD OF LILIES. 

A FiBLD of lilies white 
Bent down and crimsoned faintly in the light, 

That golden, warm, and bright 

From the sweet sunset came. 
And touched them with a quivering lîp of ûame. 

.The angel of white hands, 
Who kept the gâtes of heaven with his commands, 

Led forth the radiant bands, 
Who still, and bright, and fair, 
Kept earih each night i^ safety by their prayer. 

With soft and silent face — 
Each wearing still their paradisal grâce— 

They stept out to their place ! 

Forth came the angel stars 
Throngh heaven's shining and soft sapphîre bars. 

They stood in the great skies. 
And tumed npon the earth theu* sparkling eyes ; 

Then something of surprise 

Over one angel came— 
He looked upon a lily touched with flame I 



Digitized by 



Google 



262 THE FIELD OF LILIES. 

A last faint crimson dart, 
Wiih a soft tbrill pierced the dear lily's heart, 

As lingeringly apart, 

A beam did trembling wait 
Till the tohite-handed cloaed the western gâte. 

The lily bent to rest 
And shutting the soft glory in her breast, 
I Dreamed of the radiant west — 

The bright star knew her dreams 
And blessed her wiib his sweetest shinmg beams. 

The angel restless grew I 
The lily soûl had won that passionate hue, 

So beautiful and true ; 

He said, " She needs my care — 
In heaven there cornes no woe — who needs me there ?" 



With a swift shining sweep» 
His golden wings flashed through the azuré deep 

Of air, in night asleep ; 

Down to the earth he passed, 
Hovering till his dear lily slumbered fast. 

He saw her sweetly rest — 
And doser, doser to his angel brei^st 

His radiant wings he pressed — 

And nearer, nearer crept — 
And stole mto her bosom while shé sleptl 

Thus while he sparkling lies, 
Smiles broke out 'neath the flower's folded eyes-— 

She dreamed of paradise ! 

She saw its golden streams, 
And music melted through her blissful dreams. 
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At mom, awake she sprang, 
Whîle through lier soûl delicious chimings rang — 

As though its visions sang ! 

What meant those quiverings ? 
Wîtlim lier hooom felt she angel wings. 

She sang — sweet arords — ^untaught I 
Deep révélations to her heart were brought, 

With pain and pleasure fraught — 

Tears with her singing blent ! 
Ah! tears with stars on earth are ever sent! 



Men wandered with delight, 
Amid this field of lilies pure and whîte ; 

A dew-drop, soft and bright, 

Lay in each snowy breast, 
As the bright beauty sparkles in the west. 

This lily bent so low, 
She nearly hid the angel-star's rich glow — 

Men's gazes shamed her so ; 

They would not, could not hear 
That rapt, wild music, passionate and clear. 

They had no prophet-gaze — 
They did not gather 'round in glad amaze^ 

To wonder and to praise ; 

They wore the dimmmg vail — 
To them the angel was a dew-drop pale. 

Through ail that wondrous day 
She thrilled and wept, and sang and pined away- 

Yet — " wherefore ?" — none would say. 

Her longings were repressed — 
Men could not see the angel in her breast i 
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She would not give again, 
For ail the dew-drops on tbat lovely plain, 
Her wonder, bliss, and pain — 
Yet, O mistaken star! % 

Thy lily when alone was happier far 1 

The angel saw the worth 
(Sighing that 9he was not of heavenly birth) 

Of genius upon earth — 

Had he no power to save 
The lily f rom an earthly, pitiless graye ? 

He waited tîH the night. 
And when she dreamed, he spread his wings of light. 

And from îts robe of white 

He bore her soûl along. 
And placed it m the outer Band of Song. 
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TnsB graoefol, spirited, and brilliant poetesaei.— iVâw York TrOtinê, 

TwiN-OBKS fit to sparkle in tfae moat régal tiara tbat Literature haa yet worn in any 
part of the American continent— OtMCsnfutf» Columlrian. 

Thsy evidently write with great facility, with a fine command of poetical langoage^ 
and a fancy singularly rich in apt and yarious illustration.— iZi^u* W. QrUwoUL 

Thxss unuaoally gifted ladiea hâve given the higheatevidences of auperiority as poefa^ 
Their articles hâve appeared in yarious joumals, but mainly in Ùie Message Bird and 
Home Journal of New York.— iSocine Whig, 

Thbib contribution» to Willis's "Home Journal" prove them to be real poets— 6on» 
0O«<s— of the unmistakable stamp. The " Fost-Boy's Song" is worthy of Mrs. Norton or 
L. £. L. Others are full of the diyinest fire of tfae muse.— A«i0 (hleanê DéUa. 

Thb Miaaes Fullei^-iwrticularly the younger of the sisters, who has written much for 
the " Home Journal,'' edited by Gen. Morns and N. P. Willis, under the signature of 
M Singing Sybil"— haye an unusual degree of grâce and imagination.— TFosAin^ton Union. 

Ohio is fumiahinff the Union with its best poetry. The Misses Fuller, when the capi- 
tal is located at Cincmnati, will be knocking at its doors, to be crowned, as Petrarch was 
in Rome. We are proud of their genius, and confident of their triumphs.— OAto Statê 
JouTwaL 

Thb qnalitiea of their personal and social character are as attractiye as their mental 
gifts are eztraordinary. Good and kindly and pure as they are intellectual and accom- 
plished, their writings will be found to deserye as warm a sympathy from the hearts of 
the yirtuous as the admiration which they will receiye from the judgments of tfae dia- 
ceming.— I>eCroi( Tribune, 

Thksx iister-poets are "atara of the West^'* as many of our joumals call them, and 
are already enyiably known to the great literary world, although young and just balan- 
cing upon the threshold of womanhood. Some of their productions baye been widely 
republished, and haye fotmd a place in the £nglish press. Thèse sisters are undoubtedly 
destined to stand in the front rank with our American authors. — Southern Chrittian Ad- 



Fbangis and Mstta, the young poet-sisters, are notable instances of what gifted mind 
ean accompliah in winning distinction. Without the adyantages of wealth, literary friends, 
or patnms, to giye them a iayorable introduction to the readlng world— " cumbered with 
much serying" in lightening the domestic duties of an inyalid mother, their girlhood has 
been as 

" Rippling run two lùnpid ■treama, 

Sinjpnc aow tbrough twilicht shadewi, 

Sparàitnc now in noonday oeaiu." 

Clevdand Herald. 
Ws suppose onrselyei to be throwing no shade of disparagement upon any one in de- 
darinff that in " Singing Sybil/' and her not less gifted sister, we discem more unques- 
tionable marks of true gemus, and a greater portion of tfae unmistakable inspiration of 
true poetic art than in any of the lady minstrels— delightful and splendid as sbmeof them 
bave been— that we baye heretofore ushvred to the applause of the public. One in spirit 
and equal in genius, thèse most interesting and brilliant ladies — ^both still in the earfiest 
youth — are undoubtedly destined to occupjf'a yery distinguished and permanent place 
among tibe natiye authors of this land. — Home JoumaL 

Ws had formed a high opinion of the ability of both writers ; but we own that this 
opinion had not prepared us for the development of so much genius as is recognizable in 
the work before us. In the poems of Frances Fuller we discover much of that s«lf-rely- 
ing executive energy which giyes its character to the genius of Ellzabeth Barrett, whife. 
in fnncy and pathos, Metta, tiie younger of the sisttsra. reminds us vividly of *' L. EL L.'^ 
Faults they both haye, undoubtedly, which are the resuit of seclusion and individualiam 
—the necessary growtb of untbstered genius — ^but their originality sometimes reducei 
thèse to positive beauties. The worst of them are far préférable to tho labored and sin- 
less élégance of our literary dUUUmti. It is not our intention hère, nor is this the tima| 
to discuss tfae mérita of thèse youug poétesses ; but it is our place to assert to the Amer- 
ican public the claims of their itenius, as native-born, fresbly-developed, and worthy of 
that nurture which should warm'it into the luxuriant beanty that it is capable of attain- 
Ing.— AfesM^s Bird. Nem York. 
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THREE YEAR8 IN C A L I F O R N I A. 

BY REV. WALTER COLTON, ïï. S. N., 

UkXm ALOALDB or MOMTBEKT. 

WITH NUMER0U8 ILLUSTRATIONS. 



•* A rare work this for abOlty, inierest, informatioD, mirth, and as tha most raoent aad 
mort aathentlc hlstory of GaUfoniia, aince It came mider the Amerkan flag. It oon- 
tains excellent p<n1rait8 of Memre. Satter, Larkin, Fremont, Gwimi, Wri^t, and 
Snyder, with numerona and hmnwona iUnatrationa ; a liât of the memben of the Oon- 
▼entkm wbich oiganized the State of Oalifomia ; a chart et the * Déclaration of 
RifkU,^ with fae-êimUeo of the ilgnatarea, écc Nothing of interest to the public in 
the rapid growth of thia new worid, its towns, villages, and settlemonts, its gold digging, 
gold explorations, &c, escapes the notice of the author ; and the pictures be has given 
uf California life and mannera are at the same time graphie, inatractlTe, and oflen in 
the most provoUng degree mirthfU."— JVîUioiu/ ItUeUigencer. 



^It is the beat histoiy of California that has appeared, and wUI prove as instructlTe 
as it is interestiug and proTocative of mirth.''— iiMAefter Democrat, 



''This work is an anthentie history of California, from the time it came under the 
flag of the United States down to this presoit, explorations, new settlements, and (^Id 
diggings. While the reader is instructed on every page, he will Uugh about a hundred 
if not a thousand times before he gets throagh this captivating volume, and thuui^h lie 
Bits alone in bis chair. It is, in the llrst place, a book of fact ; next to the remarkable 
and Indicrous peculiarities of California life and mannera, are an incessant provocation 
to make one laugb ; and the author being a poet, gives us a fine relish of that eveiv 
now and iheti.^^ Washington RqmUie. 

**The anticipations of those who expected from Mr. Colton a book about California 
at once reliable and entertaining« comprehensive and concise, instructive and lively— 
in fact, Just what a work of tbe kind onght to be, but what a majority of the uiunei-ous 
accounts heretofore publlshed are not—will be abundantiy realized on perusal of this 
volume. Mr. Colton, besides possessing the various qualifications of an intelligent ob- 
server—a Mghly-cultivated mind, stored with ample matériel for oompariaon« In the 
fruits of years spent in travel in every part of the world, and interconrae with numerous 
peoples— «njoyed peculiar advantages for becoming acquainted with California, m bis 
long résidence there ; in bis exalted officiai position, which made him the associate and 
counsellor of the highest Amctionaries in tbe province ; in a phUoeophical disinterested- 
ness, which, while it raiaed him above the scramble for treasure, enabled him ialioly 
to snrvey the fleld ot action, and describe the operaHons of the scramblers; and, 
flnally, in an élevated personal charactffl', which oommanded the respect aad won the 
eonfldenoe and regard of ail dasses of the peeple.**— JoumoZ qf Commorce, 



<* U is tht most li»titictiv« work on Callfomia we bave seen.**— Cmitimtcm/ AdnoHiaêt 
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A. 8. BARNES <k COMPANrS {PUBLICATIONS- 

Oolton^s Three Years in California. 

^It Ib œrtaixily refreshing to flnd such a book as this one, after haviiig rainly 
searched for Bomething authentic, *trae to ootore;* and at th« aame time readablcj 
among the thousands which bave been iaaued ûrom the proliflc preas aince the di»> 
oovery of ^ El Dorado.' We bail it as almoat as dear a treasure as would be 3ie dia- 
eovery of a rich * placer,' were we upon the yeritable soU €Î California. We hâve 
ritolen time daring the past week to hastily glanoe over the pages of Mr. Colton's 
bcokf and our opinion, befbre very high, because of the enoomiums oniversally bestowed 
upon itby our oontemporaries, bas rather been increased, certainly not diminished, and 
we think a more carefol perusal wiU weil repay. Our longing upon this point ha* 
been aatiated, and we ean safely say tiiiat we hare gained more of a knowledge ot 
California, as it was before, and as il bas \)eea since the diacovery of gold in its 8011.** 
— Syraaue Journal. 



**Mr. Colton ia (me of the most agreeable of American writers. His ideas flow as it 
were tpontaneeusly—kme moment grave, then gay. One moment we feel, whiJe 
reading his books, like weeping at some well-drawn picture, and the next, we can 
hardly keep ttom splitting our sidea with laughter, at aome brilliant, mirtb-provoking 
e^reB8ion.''--J2<pi(Mtcan AdvocoU, 



<*There never was a better illustration of the aaying, that ^Truth is stranger thaii 
fiction,' tban S& fonnd in thia narrative. Truly, the real is a more wonderful world than 
the idéal. When the writer of this intereating and delightftd book landed at San 
Frandaco, CalUbmia was a dependency of the Republic of Mexico ; but when he left 
it, in ail but in name, it was a State of the American Union : now it is one. Its newly 
risen, but glorious star is ahining in the bright constellation where clusters the atara of 
ita aiater Statea ; its aenaftors and repreaentativea are aitting with thoee of the other 
membera of the Confederacy in the halla of the national legialature, at Washington. 
The causes that bave l>een so buaily at work in prodndng thia aeriea of astoniahing 
changes, are ail truthfully detailed in this narrative, as they occurred firom day to day, 
and as tbey came under the keen but discriminating observation of one who had the 
beat opportunity of knowing, aa well as the happiest manner of relatiug them. Any 
thing like an analysis of a volume ao fllled as this S& with striking incidents, crowding 
one after another in sudi rapid sucoeasion, ia impossible. Aa we read on from page to 
page, we become more and more Interested, as the things which it records become 
more and more impcnrtant, until we seem to partake of the wild enthusiasm that must 
bave been Mt by the immédiate actors in thèse imposing but exciting acenea of a moat 
eventAil drama. For once the aober dignity of history ia compelled to put on the airs 
and charma of romance. Thia beautiflil volume eau be read with mingled pleasure 
and profit by ail who wish to get correct ideas of the golden land, towarda whicli^ aU 
eyes are now tumed.''— JVYo^ara Demoerat. 



*< A ftill acGOunt of the appearance of that curioua diaease, *the gold fever,* (h>m the 
flrat scattering cases up to the time when the whole popufaition was infected. is admirably 
given, with atrange and amusing illuatrationa of individual attacka. For the purpose oif 
ftilly atudying the diaease, the worthy alcalde himself repaired to the mines, and obaerved 
it in ail Its glory. His descriptions, therefore, must be perfect, from having been made 
upon the spot. The weU-^own ability and position of the author, fitted him admirably 
le observe and note paasing éventa in a territory of auch vaat importance ; and the 
reader may tum to the Journal of Mr. Colton for an accurate chronide of events. 

'«From hiimor, atatistica, deacription, hiatorieal narrative, raining. agricultural and 
political information, thia book ia calculaied to attract every dass of readen."— > 
Woêkfgi^n Vni»H. 
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Colton*ê JDêek and Fort. 

DEOK AND port; 

om 
IKGIDSNTei Of A GRUISE m TES UNITKD STAIBSI PRIOATE CONGRES 

TO CALIFORNIA: 

With SketehM of Rio Jansieo^ Valparaho, Lima, Honoluut, and San 
FltANciBOo. By Roy. Waltbe CoSiTON, U. S. N., late Aicalde of Monteioy. 
niustrated with Engravings. 1 vol. 12mo. 



« We ara indélited to the pabliihen fi>r one of the mott delightfiil books we hâve 
raofliTed In an âge. Though profeaaedly oommenced * more aa the wbim of the bour, 
than anj puipoee connected with the pubtte preaS)' tbe poliahed and gifled author bas 
inftiaed ao much of spirit and aentiment into tbe yariout dally ^Jottings,' aa io randcff 
ttie volume one sériée of deligfatfu] eonvenationa. The aketchea of tbe diflbrent cUies 
TwUed ara beauUf uUy executed, and prinled in* tinta."— PAite. Saturiag Qmrier, 

<*There are éléments of popnlaritj and interest enongb hi this handaorae Tolume to 
make a market for a dozen. California is a magie wwd bi thèse daya ; and thoae upon 
wbom it does not operate wltb sufflcfent power io tear them away fh>m home, frieiids« 
and healih at home, feel Its bifluenoe qnite enough to devour every tbiog tbat relates lu 
it This work is by fiir the moet methodical, satisfactory, and graphie description of 
El Dorado, and tbe way thither, tbat bas yet apoeared. Mr. Golton will be remenl- 
bered by thoae who reâd bis admirable *• Sbip and Shore^ aa a most iively, bmnoroiis, 
and sketcby wriier; and his best qmOitiea we brought into play in this work. The 
amount of valuable information on which hia pleaaant aketches are baaed, is very 
neat. Tbe ralue of the book ia also greatly incraaaed by tbe illustrations it oontainA 
There are a large number of sketcfaes of scènes and places, drawn by Mr. Coltun, 
beautiAilly eograved, and printed in colors, which are line worics of art, and give a 
vivid idea of the places riaited. It is a work whoee literary merit, attractlTe fonn, 
and most interesting matter, will make it highly popular.**— JV. r. Evtai£di*L 

^Thia ia miquestiomtbly one of the moet interesting books tbat bas been isaoed from 
tbe American press the présent year. We bave nerer read a book tbat pleaaed us 
more. Poesessing a brilliant ima^nation, the author bas painted, in glowli^ colora, a 
thouaand pictnree of the aea, night and atorm, aunabine aod cahn. Ëvery page is full 
ISt glowing thoughta, aublime tmtba, pure morab, and beautiful aphoriama. U is a 
book tbat will never be Sut of date— it ia a gem tbat will beoome brighter every day. 
We predict tbat tbia volume will nm through aeveral editiona."— Pitteter^ Moming 
Pû»t. 

** Tbia work la publiahed in a beautiAil style, and is ftiU of highly intereating 9ce.ies 
and inddenta, detailed by a master hand. It baa been aeldom that we bave found a 
work more inatructive, and at the aame time ao intereating aa tbe one before us. To 
aay any thing in praise of the author, would be uaeleaa. Hia famé la ao well aettled, tbat 
our opinion oould neither raise it bigher nor detract from ita mérita. 

"■ Eyery thing related, ia clothed in the rich garniture which k «flbrded by a well 
Btored and well cultivated mind, goTemed by high moral prindple. The whole 
ténor of tbe work, while it aima at InstructiTe narration, is alao calculatad to impreas 
upon the mind pure and elevated ideaa, botb of men and thinga. 

" We hâve no hésitation in saying to ail who want arooS, useful, and interesting 



book, tbat th^ cannot do better than io aecure a oopy 
pemumL^—MoêsiUon JV%««. 



It will richly repay a 



*^ His pen baa tbe wand-like power of making the scènes which it deacribes lire and 
more before tbe mind of the reader. We eau cbeerfuUy recommeod tbia as a cbann- 
ta^ booki fVill of infomiation and entigtai nment."— /far(/irrrf Christia» Saerttarjf. 
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Oolton*8 Deek and Port, 

** Thls Tolume, by tlie author of *• Bhip and Shore,' is ftill of racy aod original thoughta, 
dothed in language remarkable for ita élégance and strength. The author bas long 
been a wanderer over aea and land, and haa noted, with a searching eye. the striking 
traita and usages of dlflërent nations. Thèse he throws into a sketch, with that TiTid 
ligbt and ahade which transport the scène ahnost palpably before your eyea. Ha 
knows the sailor tiiioroughly, and lets you into ail the subtle springs of action which 
sway that generous and reckleas being. — SkiUed in prose» the author is yet in heurt 
and sonl a poet, and looks on nature with a poet's eye. The matches of faultless verse 
which he bas occasion^ly introduced into bis pages, will arrest the attention of the 
reader. His wit, which sparkles out hère and there, is free of ail bittemess. His senti- 
ments are expressed with Aankness, firmness, and a self-ielying spirit. The volume» 
graoeAii in itself, is omamented with a striking portrait of Commodore Stockton, 
and with spirited prints of placée and costumes described in its pages.**— JV<Uuma^ 
Jntelligenctr. 

**Thoee who want sometbing firesh and interesting ; something that wlU amuse and 
histruct at the same time, without being dull or wearisome— will flnd what they seek 
in tbis elegantlv written and equally el^;antly printod volume. The author poesesses 
in an eminent degree the bappy facul^ of, seizing on the most interesting occurrences, 
and drawiug from them appropriate reflections on the gênerai daties of life. He uever 
misses an cppoiluni^ to teacb a lesson, yet he never seems to seek for one.**— JVï<vara 
Democrat, 

*^The contents, in ajournai form, are Aill oflively incidents, written in a verypleasing 
style, and on the whcle are so interesting, that one is very reluctant to lay the volume 
down. Few works of fiction could be more attractive in any respect We doubt not 
that ^ Deck and Port * will bave a wide circulation."— JVe» Maven Palladium. 

^ An agreeable diary of a voyage round * the Hom,' in a man-of-war, by a Christian 
scbolar and gentleman. We bave seldom met with a book of travel so free from fliss 
and pretenoe. The note-wortby incidents of life at sea are Jotted down, apparently as 
they rise, from day to day, in easy, natural prose, so that the reader soon teels bimself 
quite athome on board a man-of^war, enjoyuig its society and scènes, and participating 
in the humor and sentiments of its ^ floating population.* Sketches are given also of 
the varions ports visited— Rio, Valpandso, Lima, Honolulu, Monterey, San Fran- 
cisco, &c ; and graphie illustrations are fbrnished by the engraver.**— JVeworii; Dailf 
âdvertiaer. 

^ W« bave read a large portion of this work with great interest. It is written In a 
liveiy, graphie style ; and recounts, in a very pleasing narrative, the incidents of a long 
and perilous voyage round Cape Hom, ¥rith descriptions of Valparaiso, Lima, Oallao, 
San Francisco, &.C.; their religion, manners, and customs. Tbis book is one of the 
most readable of the season, the writer having attained the art of making the reader 
fuel as though be were one of the party. and thus interested in ail thebr toils, trials, 
périls, adventures, amusements, &c**— PrM. AdvocMte, 

*^ Mr. Colton is an observii^ and ready writer; and his office on board of the ship 
aflbrded him eveiy needed facility for obtaining a knowledge of the character of the 
men on board, and of the multitude of Incidents of every bue that make up life in a 
ship. His is a free pen, and he writes with much fkcility of expression an<i élégance 
of taste ; making one of tlie most agreeable volumes that bas ever been written with 
referoice to that mteresting portion of the world.**— Wortester PùiladiMm, 

*«The author*s situation as chaplain, together with his long connection with tbe navy. 
nndered him fully compétent to give correct pictures of ail we landsmen wish to know, 
while beexcels in a graphie powor particularly adapted to this kind of writing. His 
style is ligbt and sketchy, having the freshness uf a journal where the author had en- 
dently each day dotted down what most arrested his own attenfck>n. Altogether, it is a 
capital View or sea life, and the Uveliness of the style keeps the interest from flar-"— 
to the end. We predict for It an extensive cbvulation.**— jtf/kmy StaU fiegiêter. 

»The author*8 opportunities bave been moat ample for fbmiahing correct informa- 
tion in regard to tbe many mteresting and ever^hangbig soeues that a person in the 
naval service is continually experiencing. His style is so pointed and îteo from that 
monotony which is too apt to find its way into such narratives, that we do not hesitats 
to predict fiir the iMok «n extensive sale.**— j^Uafty Dailii Adnertiêe^ 
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THE MEXICAN WAR i 

A Histoiy of its Origîn, with a detaîled Accoant of the Victorief 
which terminated in the surrender of the Capital, with the Officia] 
Despatches of the Générais. By Edward D. Maksfteld, Esq 
Tllnstratedwith nomerous Engiavings. 

Fram the Pkilaielfkia North American. 
Mr. MsDsfield is a writer of luperior ment. His style is dear, nerrous, and 
impreniTe, and, while he doei not encumber his narratiTe with useless ornament, 
hU illustrations are singularly apt and striking. A graduate of West Point, he is 
of course familiar with military opérations ; a close and well-read student, he hâs 
omitted no sources of information necessary to the purposes of his work ; and a 
shrewd and investigating observer, he sees in events not alone their outward as- 
pects, but the germs which they contain of future development. Thus qualified, 
it need hardly be said that his history of the war with Mexico deserres the am- 



FVom the Ne» York Tribmu. 
A elear, eomprehensive, and manly history of the war, is needed ; and we an 
flad to iind this desideratum supplied by Mr. Mansfield's work. 

Frem the New York Courier mi Enguirer. 

This is really a history, and not an adventurer's pamphlet destined to lire for 
the hour and then be forgotten. It is a volume of some 360 pages, carefully writ- 
t«B, from authorities weighed and oollated by an experienced writer, educated 
at West Point, and therefore imbued with a just spirit and sound views, illustra- 
ted by plans of the battles, and authenticated by ^e chief officiât despatches. 

The whole campaign on the Rio Grande, and that, unequalled in brillianey ia 
any annals, from Vera Cruz to the city of Mexico, are unroUed before the eyei 
of the reader, and he follows through the spirited pages of the narrative, the dar- 
ing bands so inferior— in every thing but indomitable will and unwavering self-re- 
liance, and military skill and arms— to the hosts that opposed them, but opposed 
invahi. 

We commend this book oordially to our readers. 

From the Baptiet Regietert Utiea. 
The military studies of the taleuted editor of the Cincinnati Chronlde, admi- 
raUy qualified him to give a truthful history of the stirring events connected with 
the unhappy war now raging with a sister republic ; and though he déclares in 
his préface that he felt no pleasure in tracing the causes, or in contemplating the 
progreas and final conséquences of the conflict, yet his graphie pages give proof 
of his ability and dispo^tion to do justice to the important portion of our aation's 
history he has recorded. The very respectable house publishing the book, hâve 
done great crédit to the author and his work, as well as to themselves, in the 
haadaome style in whinh they hâve sent it forth. 

(aa) 
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Kingêley^ê Valuable Musie Boohê, 

VALUABLE MU8IC B00K8. 

Bdited by Geo. Kiogsley, Professor of Music— author of " Social 

Choir," "Sacred Choir," &c. 



KINGSLEY'S JUVENILE CHOIR 

A Mloctioii of the choioest mélodies from the German, Italian, Prench, Eng. 
liBh, and American composera. Designed for public and private schools, and fox 
young classes in académies and seminaries. Price 40 cts. 

KINGSLEY»S YOUNG LADIES» HARP. 
A sélection of secolar and sacred music, arranged in two and three parte, with 
a Piano Accompaniment. Designed for female seminaries, and the social 
circle. Prioe75cte. 

KINGSLEY'S HARP OF DAVID. 
A collection of Church Music, consisting of sélections from the mcst dis 
linguished oomposers, together with original pièces by the editor— also a pro- 
gressive System of Elementary instruction for pupils. Price $1.00. 

Extraet afa Letterfrom Mr. Gilbert Combs, Prùtcipal of the F^nuOe Seminary, 

Among the numerous works now prepared for youth, few are worthy of taking 
a higher rank than Kingsley's Juvénile Choir. Arranged in a style calculated fc: 
salist the youthful feelings, it is stiU free from common-place or imperfect har- 
monies It is chaste in style, simple and pure in sentiment, and vigorous in 
tone. Much of the music is original, and the fovorite airs that are copied, are 
muph improved in harmony and adaptation. *******a judicieux teacher, 
with the aid of such a manual, can hardly fail to produce good scholars. ♦ * * 

From the LmnewUe Journal. 
KiK08LXT*s JuvEiriLB Choib.— This is the title of a delightful little collection 
of vocal music for the use of children. The tunes are well selected, and there is 
a g^at deal of beautiful poetry which children will feel. It would be a treat lo 
hear some of thèse songs sung by a school of sweet young voices. Music 
should be taught in every primary school. Nothing can be better for cultivating 
the teste and sweetening the affections. Men are too much indined to believe 
that the only object in éducation is to enable the pupil to count up dollars and 
cents. They forget that there are other objecte much more important than to 
make of man a good calculating machine. 

Frmn the MilwtmkU SetOimel 
KinosLBT's Habp of David.— This is an excellent collection of Church 
Music, consisting of the best sélections from distinguished composera, and a 
number of original pièces. It is compiled by George Kmgsley, professor of 
music and author of •' The Sacred Choir,»» &«. By Way <4 préface, there is a rery 
complète and intelligible elementary course of instruction in vocal music. The work 
is very neatly printed and got up, throughout, in exceUent teste. It is not only a 
osefiil assistart for the choirs of cnurches, but may be introduced with advantage 
into the schooi-rcim and the fiunily circle. It embraces S60 pagvs, and contains 
Bo less tban 817 différent tunes. We beUeve, indeed, that it îm the most coi» 
plete eoUeetioB of Church Musio now in print. 

33 
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MiêCillanêùMê Boohê, 



POPE'S HOMER'S ILIAD. 3Smo.dieep. 

Thte editk» of ihe tranBlation of Homer is uaed nol onlj as a Totmae 
bravTt bufc as a tezMMiok in gnmunar dasses In Schools aod Académies. 



A« Ihe U> 



POLYMICRIAN NEW TESTAMENT. (iLtuarmAxaD with Mafs.) 

This is the only édition ot Potymlcrian New Testament publiahed in this ommtry. Il 
«nwtains abort explanatory Notest and nitmerous raferanœs to illustratiTe aod paralial 
passages, printed in a centre coliimn. 



WATTS ON THE IMPROVEMENT OF THE MIND. With Quistiom. 

Tliere is no book better adapted for the School Boom, or mors calcnlated to be useftd 
lo tbe youtb of our oonntry, tnan a familier acquaintanoe with the souid instmction 
of this leanied dirlne, given in this manuaL 



** An old substantial author in a new dress,— « little volume of 381 pages, in a neal 
but cheap form, worth ils welght in gold ; no sensible diacriminating man would ever 
think of ooUectlng a library withoat induding this work. For a professing Ghristian 
to say ibat he bas nevo- read it, would argoe thst bis reeding had beeo superficial 
indeed. It is neilher dry nor uninteresting, bot H is fflled with solid and usefui trutha.* 
'^WeêUm Paper, 



COLTON'S PUBLIC EOONOMY FOR THE UNITED STATES. 

Okb Vol. 8to. 

**In this Tolnme of 536 pages octavo, Ifr. Oolton, who is fliTorably known to the 
American public as the autbor of the 'lifë of Clay,' the * Junius Tracts,' and other 
popular Works, bas supplied the desideratum of a complète defence of the protective 
mtem, and an answer to the numerous works on the Free Trade side of the question. 
As fkr as we are able to judge from the opportimity we bave bad to examine tne elal>- 
orate arguments of the author in the work before us, it appears to us that he bas pro- 
duced a work not only calculated to reAite the points made by writers in fiivor of fbse 
trade, but sufflcient to puzzle thera to flnd ready answers to manv of the positions be 
bss taken. We rather think they wiU be dispoeed either to misrepresent him, or to 
pass over in silence some of his most potent arguments.**— -JV*0i0 York Tribuae, 



GOULD'S ABRIDGMENT OF ALISON'S EUROPE. OMnVoL.8yo. 

This work présents a comprehensive and perfect view of Europe during the stormy 
period from 1789 to 1615, in dear snd perspicuous language, and in a beautifui stvle. 
lis publication suppiies a desideratum in History, there being no work of a similar 
eharacter attainable by the public, except at four timea the expense. It is well adapted 
ss a dass-book in Histoiy for Ck>Ueges, Académies, and Schooia, as wéll as for the gen- 
snlreader. 



COLTON'S LIFE AMD TIMES OF HENRY CLAY. InJtwo Yolm. Brô. 

**Mr. Colton bas done his work— a great work— bravely and well. This is the flrat 
■oooeesftil life of Henry Clay yet written. This describes the man, not as a politician, 
orator, stateaman, alone, but as ail— and that honestly, candidly, thoughtfully, and the 
darkest and deepest passages intelligibly and philosophically. The diapters of his 
Stfly life and personal eharacter are beantiAil, and the aooount of his poliUral riss 
imensely biteresting.''— ^Titia** ¥eref-^iWs Magaiine. 
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A S liAKXHSA: rOMPAXVS PUliLICATION^. 



CIIAMBERS' EDUCATIONAL COURSE. 

NATURAL SCIENCES. 

PIm M<-s«!M. CliMinlH'r- h.ivc cini.lnyed tlin tii-«t profr^sors in Sc«)!l:iii(I in Un» propa- 
rili.ui ni" tl.<>4' Works. Tliry ai.- iiow ollcrcl tu llit- soIuh)Is «.f thc l'uilftl .^tiU.M. 
mj<lir tlic Aiinric m n\i>i<.ii ..i H. M. IU;k-k. M. D., I.L.I).,/(irf SujtcrmUndtnt «/ 
l'uhlic Srho„l.-> ;n thr cil >inu cuunlfj »/ ,Vt u YorL. ^ 

I. CHAMBERS" TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

II. CLARK'S ELEMENTS OF DRAWING & PERSPECTIVE. 

Mi. CHAMBERS' ELEMENTS OF NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 

IV. REID & BAINS' CHEMISTRY AND ELECTRICITY. 

V. HAMILTON'S VEGETABLE AND ANIMAL PHYSIOL.OGY. 

VI. CHAMBERS' ELEMENTS OF ZOOLOGY. 

VII. PAGE'S ELEMENTS OF GEOLOGY. 



^> 



'• Il is WL-II kiiuuM lli;it tlM-nri-iiial piiLlislicrs i.f ilios«' work^ (!li(> Messrs. Cliani- 
l)( r*»»»!' K»liiil)iiru'ti I arc alili- to (•(.imiiainl thc hrst l:il<iii in tlif pn'j'aralittn of Ihcir ' 
iMK.k-'. aii.I Ui.il il i- tli-ir.jiriciln" t.Mli'Hl railht'iii;) wiili tlu' |>itl)li.-. Tliis «tu - 
\mII Hot .ii-^appoinl lin- n-asorsablf exp»<-;atii.ii> tlius i-xciicl. Thi-y v.n- cli'int'nî.ii v 
woiks pn-part-d Ijj anlhors in iVt ry w ay capaljU- ut" doini,^ Jiis'ic-»' Id ll.<':r n-^pfcnvf 
Il 1 1 nakiiitrs. ami wlu. liavo .vitl.-nîly l.c.-ttiwi-d iij.oii ihciii Uu' iirrr^sary liin»' atiil 

. hhiii' 1.) aila|)t tlu'M) to ih.'ir i)Mrp..sf. W'v ncimnini 1 llu-ia lo tfaclicrs imkI 
juin iiLs willi n.nn.li-ni-.'. If ikI iiiirodia-i'-l as ( i.:s-i),):ik< in ihf sciionl, ih.-y m i\ 
lu i«-'>il ti) exo'II.Mit a>!vanla','o in ;,'.-iKraI »-\froi>r-. and occa^ioual cl;i.<s t\< r 
11 \nr whicli fvcry k-achi-r ouylil t.> |.n»\id.' liini>f:r ui:h ;iii amj.K- .-t<»iv ol 
iii'i1<'iia!H. Tlic vclnnic- luay hc h:id s.paratc ly : aiid îla» oiio fi/N! naiiicd. in tln' 
hJ4N«|i ol" .1 tcaclicr (•»■ llir yown-^rr clas^p?, iniL'Iit fnrnisli an incxhui-lild^* IimuI nf 

, ariUiH'm<*nt nnd insinictiou. T«),'<'tli('r, llicy wouiti con^-litut»; a ricli trcastnc Pj .i' 
(iainlyorhilellii,'cni cliihlicii, and impart a iliii-t îor kii'jwli-d^'c."— IV/v/j^/i/ Cluon. 

" I >l ail (ho ntnn.Tows Works of this cla^s iîiat liavc Xhh'Ù publi^lu-d, thi-r»î au* 
n m lliat h.iM i((piii<d i inoïc ili >i mu'i'v d xfi\<d ind Ih-tI» it [intaïuin lli m lIii-> 
"-Il - IIm' ( h uni)» r-ol F dinbintrli \>. 11 kiiou n .is tli. ( ii< iid md mit llij« nt pnl) 
I Li< I ol a \ isi ninnix I ol'woïk-ol m i li impoil la < m Um t duoaUon.iI woild, 
itlluos<.| thi'«-ri>'(»i h'ioks, ,ind lli^ \m« I ( m i «lH(.ir lias ( \(rcistd m 
d df /!»»• ol jii i^iiii .Il in 11(1 pi( p I? Uiori I )i Jhe UMi ol schools cis ^^« M .is 
j l.undus m thM connlt\ "— /V<//c; /r ////Jfli TivUdm. 



" n» litU's (inni'-h n k» \ to thi contents and it m onlv m c( -Kin for u«. to sn, 
I ir (lu Mutdiilol» i(li\oliHiK i-^ idrnii il>l\ \\ork« .1 np. pn M nun.; w ilii siiflicii m 
iirh » - Mid wiih niiiclicl( trm ■« o( iiit iliod ilie ^c\ti il swUjicH wliich .ut; treaud." 

UIK tl (mII ttt, ' 
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I. PARKER'S JUVENILE PHILOSOPHY ;/ 

I. PARKER'S FIRST LESSONS IN NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. • 
IM. PARKER'S SCHOOL COMPENDIUM OF PHfLOSOPHY. ^ 
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Tho use «f School Ai)paratus for iIlll^^lratillK nnd e.\(Mn[»Iirviniî tlio pnnfii)l«'s ,7 ^'i^ 

y'V 1- of Nîitùnil atul Ex|M.'rinu'iit!il Pliilusophy, hus, witliin the lasl lew ytars, becotiK' -o i. /, * 

N\'' ♦" sellerai as to'reiuler necessary à work which should conibiiu-, in the «une course of *^ \\/ \^^. 

, ■.;}: * instruction, tlio theorv, witli a l'ull description of tlio ann:iraiu:s neoespurv Ibr illu*-- T '^ 

y v'^.\.r.t ration and experimeirt. The work ofProfessorParker.it fs couJhlenily believrd, ^ *. *\ 

. . ^ ' r' f""y meets thaï requireinent. Il is also very full in the i,'t'u<'nil fatt^ wliicli il prc- ■' . 

■ ■■ //' i ^] *^ s('uts— clenr nnd concise in ils style— mid enlirely scientilic and naUiral in ii^ . ^ 

V^ \v fx :ijp'> '-i !u-rari;^einent. •-* a 

_^i'^:'':-yLX^ *'Tiiis\vork is botter adapted to tlic présent state of natiiral science tliau iiny . ^ 
• )^(v^\y'^ ()llier siniilar production wilh whicli we are acquaitited.'' — IVayne Co. It'Uitr. ' . >• 

.'\^Y f.^' '^ "-Tliis is a school-book of no mean i>retensions and no ordinary value." — Athami '* V o 

c \!i '* ^^ ^' pre<lict for this vahiablc ami beautifully-printed work the ulinosl succi'Sî»." _. "^ 

^^ .'^^ — AeworA: Daily Ativcrtiser. 

>.;o *' The présent volume slrikes us as huving very marked merit." — «V. )', Courier. 

. 'j 'Mt seems lo me to hnvo hit a lujppy médium between the toc simple and tlie 
/^O -r. ^^^ abstract." — B. .'?. Smith^ Principal of Leicesier Acadcnty, Mass. 

!' ^^> r' " l hâve no hésitation in sayinî,' ihat Parker's Natural Philosopliy is the most 
• ,^v-l- valtiable el<anentary work 1 hâve seen."— G «Vicri Lano-dun Ifumn, Prof. A"/! t. Phtl. 

:• -T^ï;:^ .v; }•. aty 

/y^..*o "ï fini happy to say thaï Parker's Philosophy will be iniroduced and fidopted in 
' Victt)ri:i ( V»ll*'i,'e,' at the commencement of ihe n<*xt colleifiaie year in autumn ; 
and I hop«' iIkiI will l)e but the commencement of tlie use <tf so vahiable an (^<'- 
tiKutary work in uur schools in this cnuniry. The small work of Parker'b' Parker's 
, First IÂ'.ss(»ns) was intrcxliicetl th<* hust tei'm in u primiuy chiss of ihe iusiitutlon 
nîerreil lo. and ihat wilh f,'reat snccess. I intiMu! to recommen»! its use siiorlly into 
tltc iitodil sciiool in this city. and ih»- lar^rcr work to Ihe siu(l«'nts of the piovin<'ia1 
Normal .^^chctol." — E. Uyrr.iuu., Suiitriutrndvni of Pnh:i,: Instruction of l j/pir Ccivadiu 

"I liave <'x:Mnined P:nktirV l'irst Lcssotis and Compenciiuin of Natural and K\- 
perimenlal Phiiosojjliy, and am mucli pierised willi.them. I iiave Ion;; It'll dissali^- 
f;n:ti<>n wilh tlu! Text-Hooks on lliis suhji-cl most in use in this section, and am 
liiippy now to lind l)ot»ks that I can r.commend. 1 shall introduce tlum imine- 
dialely inlo my scixJol." — lliratn Omitt^ PrincipiU of Tlutford .icadroiii^ ft-rnioitt. 



'" I hâve no hésitation in i>ronouiicint,' it 1h<' bciit worU on the subjcct vote fiuh/i.^hcd. 
VVu siiall use it liere, and I hâve aïrt'ady secured its adoption in suine'of the hiuli- 
cboolsand académies in our vit.'inily."—lW. f). Lri^rcit., .Sop. H amn Pnldic Sduois. 
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